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Razorcake
supporting independent music culture. All donations, subscriptions, 
and orders directly from us—regardless of amount—have been 
essential components to our continued survival. 

We’re right there with you, understanding that 2009 was an unkind 
year. Razorcake had to weather many storms, but the end result of 
these past twelve months was not only 672 pages of kick-ass punk 

updates, one beer koozie that looks like a tuxedo, and hands deep in 
one music festival, it was a clear signal that all of the hard work and 
dedication is continuing to pay off. Perhaps the largest measure of our 
success is that, this year, we’ve had more volunteers than ever, coming 
in, helping out, and believing in us. That’s a great boost. 

If, by any odd chance, you made taxable income this year, you 
don’t want to pay Uncle Sam the full amount, and a tax-deductible 
donation would help you out, remember that Razorcake is a bona-

perpetuating the very culture you’re holding in your hands, not to 
nuclear warheads, wars in foreign lands, and bank bailout subsidies.

On a personal level, I truly do believe that Razorcake is a unique 
voice in the world; there’s nothing quite like it. It’s not only what we 
cover, it’s how we conduct ourselves as both people and a business as 
openly and ethically as possible.

If you would like to give Razorcake some longer-term, hands-on 
assistance, we’re looking for volunteers in the following areas: non-

network specialist, and website coder (PHP-Nuke and Zen Cart). If 
you live in the L.A. area, we could always use a helping hand. Our 
door is open.

Contact us via www.razorcake.org if you’d like to help out.
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"Any idiot that sees only the 
obvious is blind.” 

–Oscar Zeta Acosta
The Autobiography of 

a Brown BuffaloCover artwork by Craig Ibarra
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A black, squiggly cloud has risen above my head. It started out 
with a concussion—friendly fire during a show—a kick to the back of 
the head. After the headaches subsided three weeks later, a skull scan 
confirmed I’d just gotten my bell rung something fierce. Medically, I 
was okay. The feeling that something wasn’t right didn’t subside.

I started taking more bike rides, just to stretch some thoughts out. 
For that, I was awarded a $212 ticket by the LAPD for running a 
stop sign. I was going up hill. Stop and slow signs were on the top of 
cones. I established eye contact with the nearest construction worker 
twenty feet away. He shrugged as I pedaled through so I wouldn’t be 
blocking all the traffic that had bottlenecked into one lane behind me. 
The motorcycle cop didn’t care. The city’s in a huge deficit. The cop 
was a panhandler with a badge. An inefficient, vicious bureaucracy 
has his back.

I came home to a jury summons.
I was almost royally fucked out of two weeks of work, picked as 

juror number one, and although they never tell you why they let you 
go, the only new information I divulged when asked, “What type of 
publisher are you?” I answered, “DIY punk rock.” Ten minutes later, 
it was, “Mr. Taylor, you are free to leave.” That was pretty sweet.

I came home to a brand new computer drive that completely 
failed. It was the one I’d entrusted with our server’s most current data 
and was in the middle of a backup.

At the end of the week, I went to a show. After the show ended, 
when it was completely wound down, riot cops burst through a door, 
threw wrought-iron furniture into people, and started clubbing without 
warning. One of my favorite dudes—who doesn’t squeak when hit—

was taken down. I don’t know about you, but I’d rather get kicked in 
the head by a buddy than watch a cop take down a friend. The cops 
wouldn’t listen that we, literally, were just standing there and when 
we see a friend being hit, we’d like that hitting to stop, cop or not. Our 
friend was taken into the pokey for “public intoxication,” although he 
was detained in a bar, then released the next morning, uncharged, and 
given a “certificate of detention,” like he’d been caught chewing gum 
in class. I’m old enough to know that those who enforce the rules, 
make the rules. Logic is secondary to power in those situations.

After a week of attempting to retrieve information from our hard 
drive and being given the only option of, “It’ll be a $1,000 minimum. 
We can’t guarantee we’ll retrieve your data,” it didn’t seem like much 
of an option. We rolled up our sleeves and re-inputted all the data we 
could, while simultaneously putting this issue together. Two months 
of my photos were vaporized.

Two weeks ago, I had to stop the tears before they started. I was 
the best man at Designated Dale’s wedding and I was giving a speech. 
I love that big-headed motherfucker. His wife, Yvonne, couldn’t be 
smarter, sweeter, or perfecter for Dale. In the middle of a sentence, 
I realized the love from friends who become family—one not-small 
thing—is helping balance all the bad luck shit that keeps coming my 
way. It keeps me from falling into an abyss, or letting go of the handle 
bars.

So, I say this with the utmost respect. Fuck you, Dale. 
Love and congratulations.

–Todd Taylor

Contact Razorcake via our regularly 
updated website, www.razorcake.org
or PO Box 42129, LA, CA 90042
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I’M AGAINST IT

Every October for the past three years, 
I’ve tried to coerce my boyfriend into doing 
a special couple’s costume with me for 

archenemy of Dr. Venture in the cartoon The
Venture Bros., and I would be his better half, 

Carlos’ penchant for over-the-top Halloween 

he’s not going to transform into anything that 
involves tights and bike shorts. We all have 
our limits. 

perfect Halloween costume. I used to wear 
a black ‘60s vintage suit and vintage veiled 
hat to goth clubs as an homage to Andy 
Warhol’s “16 Jackies,” so doing the pink 

And with a combination of wind, allergies, 

sound like a cartoon lady voiced by a dude. 
But, it’s not going to happen. I have a load 
of other Halloween costume ideas that I can 
use in its place, but those probably won’t 
happen either.

Halloween has always been my favorite 
holiday, not so much for the candy, but for 
the costumes. I like the idea of becoming 
someone, or something, else for just one day. 
I like knowing that imagination and fantasy 
can still mean something when you’re too 
old to go trick-or-treating. 

I have strict rules about Halloween 
costumes, most of which I inherited from 
my mother. The costumes can never be store-
bought. We must either sew our own (in my 
case, that means having her sew) or rework 

costume shop gear. She thought that took all 
the fun out of the holiday and would often 
complain when the kids with the packaged 
costumes won costume contests.

“Ours was so much better,” she would 
mutter in the car. 

I used to spend at least a month working 
on my costumes. There was the time in 
seventh grade when my mom and I went 
all out on a homemade mermaid costume 
that should have won the school contest, 

but it didn’t because the nuns found it “too 
risqué” (even though it was a very modest 
mermaid costume). She sewed everything 

served as the base of the costume. We spent 
hours carefully drawing gills with glittery 
puff paint. It was awesome. 

Senior year of high school, I dressed 
up as Wednesday Addams, complete with a 
jar of (fake) spiders and a headless doll in 
a matching dress. It was a nod to everyone 
who kept throwing Addams Family jokes
my way during the height of the goth years. 
Shortly after graduating college, I showed 
up to a nightclub run by the promoters who 
employed me as Daphne from Scooby-Doo
and almost had to (gasp!) stand in a block-
long line because my bosses didn’t recognize 
me. That was supposed to be a team costume, 
but Velma got sick at the last minute. 

to work on its own.
Even when my costumes turned out 

horribly wrong, it was still fun. Sophomore 
year of college, I was going as Elmira from 
The Tiny Toons. I had the perfect dress, 
made a perfect blue bow with a skull in 
the middle, found a stuffed animal to carry 
with me. But I decided that, for the sake of 
authenticity, I would dye my bobbed hair 
red instead of wearing a wig. Naturally, I 
opted to do this Halloween afternoon and, 
well, the dye didn’t really take. Instead, I 
looked something like Elmira with black 
hair that she tried to lighten with Sun In. We 
still had fun, though, particularly since I had 
convinced my roommate to dress as Reagan 
from The Exorcist and helped her recreate the 
pea soup scene with make-up. 

I loved Halloween not just for the night, 
but for the weeks leading up to the event. 
There’s a rush I feel while scouring thrift 
stores and craft shops with a drawing or 
photo in hand in an attempt to mimic every 
possible detail of the source material. The 
year I was Daphne, I called up nearly every 
wig shop in town while on a search for a 
hairpiece that was both the perfect shade of 
cartoon red and the proper length. I spent 
days going from thrift store to thrift store 

looking for accessories in a very ‘60s shade 
of green to match the purple minidress that 

costume on and realized that I wasn’t Liz 
anymore, I was ecstatic. Too bad nobody 
thought to take photos.

But, something happens once you get to 
a point where you spend more time working 
than daydreaming. Halloween disappears.

I noticed the change sometime in my late 
twenties. I was in grad school, totally broke 
and spending all night, nearly every night, 
reading and writing papers. Halloween crept 
upon me all too quickly. On the day of the 
holiday, realizing that we were supposed to 
go to a party that night, my friend and I ran 
to the 99 Cent store, bought up all the candy 
bracelets and glo-sticks we could afford, 
stuck a bunch of old barrettes in our hair, 
pulled on our baggiest cloths, and said we 
were ravers. 

It just got worse from there.
The following year, I was working on 

my thesis while taking on two jobs, one as 
an editor of a small music magazine, the 
other as a legal secretary. I was still totally 
broke and totally exhausted. The week 
before Halloween, I was sent to Las Vegas to 
cover a music festival called Vegoose, where 
almost everyone, save for yours truly, was in 
costume. I got back to L.A. only to realize 
that the whole issue was due in a matter 
of days. Not only did I spend the evening 
looking like plain old Liz, I didn’t even get 
to leave the house.

ruined. I didn’t even bother to celebrate the 
following year. 

When Halloween died, it was as though 

was now consumed with thoughts of a 
mundane nature. I can’t go to parties because 
I have stories due and a day job to attend. I 
can’t put together a costume because I need 
to pay that stupid health insurance bill and 

some fabric, accessories, and a wig. These 
are the things that never crossed my mind 
when I was young. I thought Halloween 
could last forever.

LIZ O

“You’re never 
too old for 
fantasy and 
imagination.”

GUERRILLA MY DREAMS

alloween:H
Transformation and Imagination



daydreaming.

Last year, I tried to bring back the 
spookiness into my life. I had been watching 
an anime called Hell Girl about a demon that 
can send your enemies straight to hell, but, 
in return, she gets your soul as well. I had 
to be Hell Girl, whose name is actually Ai, 
for Halloween. I found a sailor top at a thrift 
store that I could pair with a school girl skirt 
I owned for something akin to a Japanese 
uniform. I hit up the craft stores for a piece 
of red fabric to turn into a tie and small 

doll. The red eyes weren’t going to happen 

on account of my contact lens phobia. The 

wig with bangs that I could afford. After a 
long, arduous search, I found a Cher wig on 
sale at a Halloween pop-up shop. It was a 
crappy piece of fake hair, I would later learn 

but at least it lasted for Halloween weekend. 
We hit up two parties. No one knew who I 
was, which was the point, as it gave me the 
chance to run through Ai’s speech no fewer 
than ten times. 

Halloween kind of didn’t suck anymore.

As for this year, I have no set plans 
for Halloween and too many visions of 
costumes dancing in my head to settle on 
one. Sometimes, I feel like last year was a 

as miserable as years past. But, I’m no longer 
working two jobs, no longer stressing about 
all the things I can’t do because of all the 
things I have to do. Halloween is making a 
comeback. You’re never too old for fantasy 
and imagination.

–Liz Ohanesian
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Something happens once you get to a point
where you spend more time working than



I
LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT

I was walking in the woods when a 
tree fell. 

It wasn’t a particularly large tree, about a 
dozen feet tall or so. It wasn’t a tree so much 
as the remnants of one, barren and desiccated 
with rot. It was considerably smaller than the 
other trees in the forest.

Still, it made a hell of a racket when it 
fell, and the ground shook when it came to the 
earth not more than ten feet from where I was 

happened, but I’m at a loss to say what a better 

were enough to bring it down. Whatever it was, 
the tree keeled over and when it did, the base of 
the tree exploded with a sound reminiscent of 

A better writer could do something with 
this; I’m just here to tell you that it happened 
and that when a tree falls in the forest it does 
indeed make a sound. 

Thankfully, I wasn’t killed. 

*

The woods I was walking in when I 
had my close brush with death sits in the 

country. He of the famous “The Road Not 
Taken” and “Stopping by Woods on a Snowy 
Evening.” To the best of my knowledge, 

to 1963 at a cabin in Ripton, Vermont. He had 
two cabins, actually: one for living and one for 

the Bread Loaf Writer’s Conference, which is 

Campus. This summer, I was on scholarship 
at Bread Loaf. It was on a path in the woods 

nearly crushed by a tree. That, my friends, is 
irony. Or, it would have been had I died.

Can you image the headlines? “Writer 
Stopped in Woods.” “Road Taken Proves 
Perilous for Writer.” I can see the epitaph…

Jim Ruland
7/22/68—8/13/09

He took the road less traveled
and paid the ultimate price.

I didn’t die, of course, but the incident 
stayed with me for several days. I told 
everyone I met about my encounter with the 
tree. We had been told that the woods were 
full of black bears and wild moose. The 
bears were harmless, but the moose could 
be dangerous if they felt we were a threat to 
their young. 

We didn’t care. We all wanted to see 
one, mainly so that we could say, “I saw 
a bear,” or “I saw a moose.” In fact, when 
the tree began to fall, I initially thought it 
was some wild woodland creature crashing 
through the understory. 

But there was no creature. Only a tree, 
which no one had warned me about. I was 
struck with a scary thought: Did the woods 
not want me there? Was some sinister 
presence trying to send me a message? 

*

network of trails with markers that featured 

It was closed. 

*

Countless writers have taken up the 
question: “If a tree falls in a forest and no one 
is there to hear it, does it make a sound?” It’s 
a question that can be answered in a number 
of ways, but it’s particularly bedeviling to 
students of physics and philosophy. 

Physics tells us that human hearing is 

ear canal. If no one is walking in the woods, 
the sound of a tree falling cannot be heard. 
That doesn’t necessarily mean that a sound 
isn’t being made, just that it isn’t being 

Just because no one shows up, it doesn’t 
mean you didn’t put on a hell of a show. 

Philosophers use the question to teach 
the notion of how existence has been pegged 
to perception. The Irish philosopher George 
Berkeley believed “to be is to be perceived.” 
So if there is no one to hear the tree fall, not 
only does it not make a sound, it ceases to 
exist. In the early days of human thinking, 
one could take comfort in the fact that since 
God perceives us, our existence matters. 

But we’re not talking about God, we’re 
talking about trees. And for me, it’s a silly 
question. Of course the tree exists. I can’t 

prove the existence of God, but with the help 
of the wizards at Google Earth’s mapping 
project, I can prove the existence of the tree 
without having to set foot in the forest. Who 
needs God when there’s Google? 

question. If a sound is a disturbance in 
the air that can be detected by humans 
(and their recording devices), and sounds 
happen even when there’s no one there to 
hear them, maybe we should be searching 
for a better word for “a disturbance that no 
one can hear” than “sound.” 

that has no voice, warning us that trouble 
is coming.

*

After following (and trying to follow) 

out on my own.
Across the highway from the inn where 

I stayed was a pasture, and on the other side 
of this pasture lay a wood, and in this wood 
gurgled a river. One morning, I decided to 
explore this river. I wasn’t doing anything 
brave or bold. The river, I was told by 
colleagues who had made the trek, was a 
short walk away. 

It was very early when I left the inn. 
The dew clung to the long grass and the sun 
had not yet come over the mountains. By 
the time I reached the edge of the woods, 
my shoes were soaked. But that wasn’t the 
reason I stopped.

I was frightened. 
Behind me, birds chirped and breezes 

blew and the sun was beginning to make its 
presence felt in the meadow, but not in the 
forest. The woods were dark and still and 
utterly foreboding. 

feeling. Scary movies have cheapened our 
senses. There was nothing strange or weird 
about this particular wood. It was just dark 
and I really, really, really didn’t want to go in 
there. If it had been a scary movie, someone 
in the audience would have shouted, “Don’t 
do it!” “Turn around!” “Go back to bed!” 

At least that’s what the voices in my head 
were saying. But did I turn around and go 
back to bed?

I did not. Like a character in a Nathaniel 
Hawthorne story, I pressed on. 

I’d like to tell you this feeling of dread 
left me, that after walking in the dark 

JIM RULAND

“Who needs 
God when 
there’s
Google?”

LAZY MICK

Into the Woods



woods, I felt better. If anything, I felt worse. 
There was only a ghost of a trail, faint and 
indistinct, and the ground was a soggy clutch 
of decomposing things. Bark hung from 
trees in tatters and the forest was strewn with 
fallen trees, the wood rotting inside their 
mossy jackets. It smelled like death.

When I reached the river, I found the 

waited for the sun to come up. I sat for about 
twenty minutes, listened to the rustling of 
the river until my dread gave way to relief 
as the shadows dissipated and the mosquitoes 
began to feast on my arms. I stood and leapt 
from the rock to a much smaller one, and 
that’s when I fucked up.

to jump onto and got caught in a pile of stones 
to the right while the rest of my body went 

snap, but at the last moment my foot came 

grazed the rock and took off a hunk of skin. 
The mosquitoes were already making their 
way to the wound, but I didn’t care. I was so 
grateful that my leg was intact that I didn’t 
care. I’d dodged a bullet, not once but twice. 

That’s when I decided I was done with 
the woods. These woods were trying to 
kill me.

*

When they teach “The Road Not Taken” 

breaking from the herd and blazing one’s 

lesson in individualism.
This is not something readers of this 

magazine ever needed to be taught. We are, 
if nothing else, an army of individuals and 
each one of us is uniquely unique. There 

are a million hoary clichés to apply to the 
punk rocker’s philosophy, and they’re all 

less travelled; we march to the beat of a 

pointless disturbances, etc. The philosophy 
of following the road not taken, to borrow 

famous poem, “has made all the difference,” 
in our lives. 

But let’s forget about the metaphor for a 
moment. In fact, fuck the metaphor. 

When your Chuck Taylor wearing, iPod 
listening, latte drinking ass goes walking in 
the woods on the doorstep of moose country, 
do yourself a favor and stick to the path 
because when the trees come toppling down 
on you, there may not be anyone there to hear 
your cries.

–Jim Ruland

Maybe we should be searching for a 
better word for a disturbance that 
no one can hear than “sound.”
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M
I’M AGAINST IT

and commercial morals of the United States 
are not merely food for laughter, they are an 
entire banquet.” To which I reply: If America 
gives us a banquet, eastern Europe gives us 
a fourteen-day-long food orgy, during which 
we cram our mouths full of pierogies, blini, 
cabbage, and pickles, pausing only to use 
the vomitorium before emerging to shovel in 

concern that the president might starve us 

less: “Now will the White House decide how 
many calories we consume, or what types of 
food we consume?”), we have nothing on 
the ever-growing pack of ridiculous post-
Communist eastern European politicians.

Ilyumzhinov!, the president of the Russian 

promotion of chess and Buddhism, two 
pastimes as closely linked as sheep herding 
and slam dancing! 

In Barack Obama’s memoir, the Audacity 
of Hope, he writes: “What’s troubling is the gap 
between the magnitude of our challenges and 
the smallness of our politics—the ease with 
which we are distracted by the petty and trivial, 
our chronic avoidance of tough decisions, our 
seeming inability to build a working consensus 
to tackle any big problem.”

psychologist once told me that there are 
two types of charges which are impossible 

pigeon and the second is having a venereal 
disease. Any attempt to defend yourself 
against these charges in a courtroom just digs 
you deeper in.”

a Bulgarian psychic who prophesized that 

small, impoverished slice of land (population 

If I were going to make a sweeping and 
improvable declaration, I would say that the 

to make a more honest statement, I would 

competition for most-fucked-over-group in 
the “small group” category in the modern 
era. Or at least they’re up for a nomination.

to practice their religion (Buddhism) without 
Russian interference. But then Catherine 
the Great came to power, and over 100,000 

avoid persecution for their religious beliefs and 
to return to their ancestral homeland, Dzungaria. 

Here’s the part where you start thinking, “I 
bet these people get screwed over by Stalin.” 

And here’s the part where I tell you that 

Nazis during World War II, so he had them all 
forced into cattle cars and deported them to 

homes. Of course, by that time, their homes 
were already occupied by Soviet families, 
which I’m guessing led to some “awkward 
conversations.” And all of their Buddhist 
temples had been destroyed.

Here’s the deal with Russian history. 
You have hundreds of years of epic 
suffering. And then, all of a sudden, you 

I’d like you to stop for a moment and 

born in 1930, you would’ve been forced into 
a train car at the age of thirteen, exiled to 
Siberia, only to return to your homeland at 
the age of twenty-seven, destitute. You’d 

shipping in over a million sheep to graze on 
the thin topsoil).

And if you managed to survive all that, in 
your old age, you’d be offered a cell phone in 
exchange for a vote for a wealthy businessman 

managed to dabble in all of the main 
Russian and/or Soviet occupations of the 
past fifty years. He was a chess champ, 
a factory worker, a soldier, a student, a 
bureaucrat, and a businessman. 

During the dying days of the Soviet 

those Russians who became ridiculously 
wealthy for unclear reasons when the 
USSR collapsed. And yes, he does own a 
private jet. Naturally.

million “Chess City,” a giant complex that 
includes tournament buildings, a swimming 
pool, and a museum of Buddhist art.

He built over a dozen Buddhist temples, 
one of which houses the world’s largest 
plastic Buddha.

He discussed his experience being 
abducted by aliens: “The extraterrestrials put 
me in a yellow astronaut suit and showed me 
their spaceship. I was on the bridge. I felt 
quite comfortable in their company.” 

He asked to buy Lenin’s tomb for a 
million dollars and move it to Elista, the 

SHIFTLESS WHEN IDLE

“Chess and 
Buddhism, two 
pastimes as 
closely linked as 
sheep herding and 
slam dancing!”

MADDY TIGHT PANTS

The Buddhist Millionaire Hen-Theorist
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I would say that the Kalmyks are in a 
neck-and-neck competition

for most-fucked-over-group in the 
“small group” category in the modern era.



of himself on billboards, buildings, and other 

He mandated that all elementary students 
receive three years of chess training, leading 
to a disproportionate number of world famous 

He wrote a memoir titled The President’s 
Crown of Thorns, including chapters with 
names like, “The Anatomy of Darkness,” 

People are Incomplete,” and, “It Only Takes 

fundamental questions. “If I caught a hen, 

screeched fearfully, I would open its beak 

coming from. What is the physiognomy of 
the bird’s throat?”

He speculates that the collapse of the 
Soviet Union might have involved massive 
drugging or “psychotropic radiation” of the 
soldiers guarding the parliament. 

decided that the next tournament would be 
held in Baghdad. This decision proved a 
shocking mistake, and the event was moved 
to Elista, which might lead you to think, 
“Why didn’t he want to have the tournament 

these questions are to ask the impossible, for 

“the parameters of sanity.”

Chess City hasn’t transformed the economy 

What could possibly explain this 
country’s history, or offer insight into how a 
Buddhist millionaire, hen-theorist could end 
up ruling over an impoverished wasteland?

answers to these questions. In his memoir, 
he writes: “The prospect of a population 
of zombies is not just a nightmare, but 

wars are experiments, which leave entire 

a well-hidden third force exists, with the 
power and resources to initiate and control 
these processes? A third force that dreams 
of dominating the world by means of 
manipulating the population’s psyche.”

rise to power by discussing economic 
instability, cultural forces, regional politics, 
or just attribute the whole thing to chance, 

A population of zombies controlled by 
psychotropic radiation? In the context of 
Russian history, I say sure, why not?

The End!

–Maddy



HHyperboles are perfect for emphasis or 
if you’re desperate to make a point. I have 
a propensity for overstatement because it’s 
more interesting to say that I’m practically 
a born-again virgin rather than explain how 

for hyperbole sometimes causes confusion 
for myself even. Like I really have to think 
about it when I say that I didn’t sleep while I 
lived in Bangladesh. 

I did sleep though; it just never felt like it. 
In the beginning, the workload left me with an 
average of four-and-a-half hours every night. 

enough to push through another day. 

manageable, other things robbed me of 
sleep: heat, mosquitoes, nightmares, anxiety, 
pollution, and the constant ricochet of car 
horns battling it out in the chaos of urban, 

and-a-half of hanging on by an unraveling 

slept. And slept. 
Though I slept, I couldn’t rest because 

I tossed and turned and mumbled my way 
through anxiety-ridden nightmares about the 
people I had left behind and felt suffocated 
beneath looming questions of how life is 
unapologetic and will discard anyone. When 

blare of an alarm.
I had been living in a place where 

there was so much noise pollution that I 
didn’t hear myself breathe—to the point 
where I now wake to the startling sound 
of my own breathing. 

* * *
Coming home has been tough in crippling 

went to was at a house I had never been to. 
Art had set up the show and asked Gus and 
me to do the door in exchange for Hamm’s. 
I was relieved to have an excuse to not go 
downstairs to a basement full of people 
brought together by the false camaraderie of 
DIY punk. Yep, I was depressed. 

I was depressed and angry and frustrated 
and lost and wanted nothing more than to not 
feel that way.

The band that I wanted to see played last. 
I waited in the kitchen, still collecting gas 
money and marking the insides of wrists until 

I heard them start their set. I shut the cash 
box, tucked it under my arm, and climbed 
downstairs. I shouted along to the songs I 
knew and danced like crazy to the songs 
I had not heard before. When their set was 
over, I waited for a revelation—for that spark 
in me to ignite again. But I felt nothing. 

the front porch. I sat on the steps, with foggy 
eyes and a void inside my chest, and looked 
around at the people and their conversations 
and deemed that none of it was worthwhile. 

What does a girl do if the one thing 
that used to bring her inexplicable joy has 
come to mean nothing? She goes home and 
stays in bed. She spends days inside during 
a summer she daydreamed about, but can’t 
bring herself to step into. She tries not to 
think because thoughts are painful and she 
doesn’t know what to do with them. She 

friends, or sleep. She lies still, ensconced 
within the weight of blankets, and wonders 
whether time—how we orbit around the 
sun—is benevolent or malevolent. 

Damn, I was pitiful. 
But I could only trudge through that 

daze for so long, kicking up bitterness 
and resentment and blinding myself in its 
dust. I did the only thing I knew to do—to 
push through days and nights one at a time. 
To hope against hope that the darkness 
couldn’t be blacker. I also started drinking 
again and dancing too. Shakin’ my ass and 
booze, that helped. 

Perhaps my faith in music, and all the 
stuff around it, is salvageable. And it was 
that faith that emboldened me to con my way 
onto dancing onstage with Girl Talk. 

bandana friends who may not know about 
this Girl Talk, I shall explain. He’s a white 
dude from Pennsylvania who treats music 
like math, creating an alchemy of dance-
induced euphoria. He’s a mash-up artist 
who creates music from songs that have 
bled into our collective consciousness by 
combining them into a soundtrack that 
would follow us through dreams about our 
young adulthood. Stuff like mashing The 
Zombies and Nine Inch Nails, Phil Collins 
and Ludacris. What I’m trying to say is that 
this dude takes the best (and sometimes 
worse) of pop music and makes you wanna 
dance your face off to it. 

And the kids, the ones who are a decade 
younger than me and all look like aspiring 
American Apparel models, love Girl Talk. 
Hundreds of them crammed toward the stage 
at the Roseland Theater to catch a glimmer of 
the white dude from Pennsylvania hunched 
over a couple laptops. I lucked out and scored a 
photo pass that allowed me to shimmy around 
in that narrow walkway just in front of the 
stage, where dozens of bodies were pressed 
up against a long black rail, keeping the kids a 
comfortable distance from their salvation. But 
press folks were only allowed at the foot of 

a way to avoid getting tossed into the single 
mass of swaying, sweaty bodies. 

Even in my watered-down whiskey haze, 
I was able to summon the wherewithal to 
hash out a plan inside my muddled brain. I 
waited for just the right moment, sometime 
during the second song when one of the 
security dudes stepped away from the stage, 

up the side and I ran up a few steps only to 
be greeted by another brooding dude in a 
tucked-in polo shirt. 

He pressed his shoulder against mine, 
“You’re not allowed here.” 

I pressed back, shouting, “I just wanna 
dance.”

He pointed at my wristband and shook 
his head. 

It’s not as if I had pined for months for the 
moment where I could get onstage to dance 
with this white dude from Pennsylvania 

music. I had not even considered it. But at 
that moment, that was all I desired. 

“You don’t understand,” I pleaded, 
pretending like I was capable of forming 
coherent sentences. “I’ve been living in a 
developing country for a year and a half. I’ve 
gone through so much bullshit. I’m not gonna 
do anything. I just wanna dance!” 

Security dude in a tucked-in polo shirt 

marched right onto the center of the stage 
and looked out at all the hundreds of heads 

by this white dude from Pennsylvania and 
his computers. I joined the other revelers 
onstage, forgot about the world’s burdens 
and just shook my head as I tried to recall 

abracadabra of bypassing the normally rigid 

AMY ADOYZIE

out the abracadabra of 
bypassing the normally 
rigid and humorless 
men who guard things.”

MONSTER OF FUN

Home Sleep Home



and humorless men who guard things—play 
the I’ve been living in a developing country 
card and watch the gates open. And then 
dance. And dance. And dance. 

* * *
You get to this point—a wall. A wall so 

high you can’t even make out the top of it. 
You stand there and stare and feel defeated. 
You throw stones at it, you grow tired, you 
try to ignore it. But you know you want to 
climb the fuck out of it because that’s what 
the wall is for and that’s why you’ve got arms 
and legs. 

Climbing the wall isn’t going to be 
fun. It’s going to make you question all the 
decisions you’ve ever made. It’s going to 
make you think about whether you actually 
love the things you say you can’t live 
without and whether you actually despise 
the things you think make the world a 
terrible place to inhabit. You get to this 
point where you no longer feel passion or 
vitriol. You’re overwhelmed in apathy and 
you don’t even fucking care about loving 
or hating and you just want not to feel at 
all. That’s scary. 

The sound of my lungs expanding as I 
inhale and contracting as I exhale shouldn’t 
frighten me. But in these moments it’s a 
constant reminder that I’m alive rather just 
existing. Living and existing are two different 

can plow through. Some days are easier than 
others. Some days knock me down. At the 
very least I have sleep, and I can wake up to 
try again tomorrow. 

–Amy Adoyzie
amyadoyzie.com

BILL PINKEL
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I’ve been living in a developing 
country for a year and a half. 

I’ve gone through so much bullshit. 
I’m not gonna do anything. 

I just wanna dance!
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SSo anyway, i’m standing in a bathroom at the 

swabbing my dinghole with the clinical 
equivalent of a Handi-Wipe™. It is Step #2 
in the wall chart which walks me through the 
highly debonair process of delivering an up-

aperture at which i am currently swabbing. I 

to Step #3. Step #3 is “repeat Step #2 with a 
new disinfectant wipe.” This dinghole will be 

PROTECTION! Soon i will have the 
WORLD’S CLEANEST DINGHOLE! 
CLEAN ENOUGH TO EAT SOUR 

sanitization chart has instructions for males 
on one side and females on the other side. 

much more interesting to me, as they make 
mention of “pulling back one of the genital 
lips” in order to effect proper she-dinghole 
access. If i read much more of this racy prose, 
i may be unable to provide a urine sample, 

genital region of which i am part owner. 
Perhaps i need another disinfectant Handi-
Wipe™. Actually, i tend to think that anything 
below my beltline ((and above my neck)) is 
so unrepentantly dirty that a dumptruck full 
of disinfectant towelettes wouldn’t be able to 

argue with Science? I wipe on. I am the 
scourge of dinghole pollution! Don’t ask me, 
man. I just stopped in for a routine physical, 
because i found out our new health insurance 
at work pays for two physicals a year ((YES. 

HEALTH INSURANCE. You know what my 
goddamn health insurance policy would be 
were i President? I’d make the shit completely, 
absolutely, across-the-board illegal. Then, to 
balance the Scales O’ Justice, i’d make 
prostitution and marijuana legal, and tax the 
shit out of it, and take the money i made from 
taxing hookers and weed and put it into a 
fund for people who can’t afford to pay for 
healthcare, and that would be that. Then 

manner of perverse thrill in reading the 
female side of the dinghole-disinfection 
chart, so follow me to Utopia at your own 

gettin’s good. The nurse takes my blood 
pressure, cocks an apprehensive eye my way, 
and tells me he needs to take it again. He 
does so. He cocks his other eye at me, and 
says “geez, that’s kind of high.” He comes 
back with the doctor to take it a third time. I 
half-expect them to show up covered head-
to-toe in a plastic sheet, like front-row 
attendees at a Gallagher show, lest the 
pumping of the cuff result in some manner of 

bits. It appears i have high blood pressure. 
Like, REALLY high blood pressure. Like, 

make sure your heart hasn’t actually been 
completely destroyed by your blood pressure” 

remember what the peeing in the cup had to 

checking my pee pressure as well. I don’t 
know, you’d think they’d have more fun tests 
for pee pressure, like, with dunk tanks and 
things. Oh well, I CAN ASSURE YOU that 
when my health plan gets signed into law, 
there will be a dunk tank in every clinic and 
instructions for female urine samples on 

So
anyway, they put me on some kinda anti-high 
blood pressure medication, which brings me 
to the crux of my problem: NOT HAVING 
HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE PRETTY MUCH 
SUCKS. I mean, seriously. What ARE these 

I’m fucking tired all the time now—i barely 
feel like jumping up and down when i shake 
somebody’s hand, and right when i feel like 
going off on a madcap rant of some sort, the 

down on me, AND I LOSE ALL 
INCLINATION TO THROW A BIG 

man??? I can barely keep my eyes open, let 
alone call people a long string of insulting 
names! I barely feel like waving my arms in 
frantic gesticulation! I don’t feel the urge to 
talk more rapidly than anyone can understand! 
I’m not ranty! I’m not ravey! I’m not jumpy 
or bouncy or wave-my-arms-aroundy! I just 
kinda wanna take a nap, or maybe have a 

WITHOUT HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE 

VERY BEST??? I mean, i’m already

obviously just coasting on past glories—look 
at my last three or four columns! I think nigh 
on every one of them involved some reunion 
show of some band i used to be in a trillion 

years ago getting written up in Spin, or 
similar laurel-resting non-event! Even today, 
if i had to write my column on “WHAT I 

i would probably be reduced to writing about 
how my old band Boris The Sprinkler got an 
entry on page 35 of Brian Cogan’s 
Encyclopedia of Punk, and how, in the ALL 
entry ((p. 8, op. cit.)), there’s a photo of 
singer Scott Reynolds onstage in 1989, 
decked out in a t-shirt of my band from that 

T-SHIRT ON STAGE. Celebrate me! 
Celebrate me! I mean, as far as being 
productive in the world of Punk Rock, i’m 
already more or less just cashing my 
retirement checks—i haven’t done anything 
cool NOT involving some past band in Zeus-
knows-how-long ((i’ve actually had many 
more Adventures of Interest™ announcing 
for women’s roller derby leagues, some 
allegedly involving the riding of a mechanical 
bull after North Central regionals [[and, at 
this point, you’re probably scratching 
yourself intimately and saying “really, Rev. 
Nørb? A mechanical bull? Have you REALLY 
fallen so far as to be stooping to the ultimate 
post-disco Travolta-era cliché?” to which i 
must hasten to clarify that i was only around 

drunken rollergirls were taking off their 
clothes whilst riding it, and they demanded i 

half-assed Elvis Costello war-whoops. Hey, a 
man’s gotta do what a man’s gotta do. 
Hopefully everyone’s dinghole was double-
sanitized for my protection]])). I mean, this 
even extends to non-punk areas of my life—i 

because i have decided that i might be smart 
((currently)), but because i found out my SAT 

i am actually accepted into the national smart 

LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT
“Who the hell 
am i to argue 
with Science? 
I wipe on.”

POWER POP POLICEI
REV. NORBI

I I

THERE’S A SCIENTIFIC NAME FOR YOUR DINGHOLE

SORRY, TOO TIRED TO THINK OF AN ALTERNATE TITLE
or



people’s society, it will be because i took a 
test well in 1982, when i was seventeen years 
old.   I
HAVE DONE ALMOST NOTHING 
WORTHWHILE THIS ENTIRE DECADE 
((and, by extension, this entire century and 

NOW I AM GOING TO 
HAVE TO ATTEMPT TO RIGHT THIS 
SINKING SHIP O’ STATE WHILST UNDER 
THE SEDATIVE AND SEDITIONARY 
INFLUENCE OF ANTI-NØRB PILLS!!!
WELL I NEVER!!! I am cut off from the 
sacred SPAZ! I am minus the whirlwind 

EXCORIATION! And, worse yet, i am 

altar of FRANTIC GESTICULATION!!! I
mean, i have TRIED to get worked up about 
various issues, but it’s like as soon as i hit 
that critical mass point where i would usually 
just explode in a shit-storm of bedlam and 

neuro-cerebral teakettle and all my steam 

bubble on a baking pizza, which is an 
amazingly mixed up bunch of metaphors but 
JUST GOES TO SHOW YA what a struggle 
it currently is to maintain even a shred of 
mental come-hither vituperation! I feel like 
Superman® when he went down into the 

have his superpowers, although Superman® 
had to be shrunk to microscopic size to enter 

smaller, but, yes, apart from the absence of 
shrinking, i feel wholly powerless ((although 
i did just catch twenty-three pennies off of 
my elbow in an after-bar competition with 

alas, caught twenty-four]], so i guess i have 
at least one marketable skill in my newly-

identity)). So NOW, with little else to occupy 
my mind but when my next naptime is and 
whether or not i’m out of herbal tea, i am left 
to ponder the following: Was my entire 
previous  personality a mere extension of 
elevated diastolic pressure? Was i only able 
to get by in life because i was secretly using 
dangerous, performance-enhancing 
sphygmomanometer readings? Were it not 
for The Gift Of High Blood Pressure™ ((reg. 

a useless, napping milquetoast, being roused 
every so often just to catch stacks of coinage 

accomplishments, such as they are, just some 
function of a medical condition which i am 
now compelled to “correct,” just because my 
heart will blow up if i don’t??? And i can’t 
even have CAFFEINE any more, and NOW 
IS THE TIME I COULD USE IT THE 

MOST!!! What the hell, man, I’M REVEREND 
FUCKING NØRB!!! NOBODY PAYS TO 
SEE ME SIT DOWN AND THINK 
CONTEMPLATIVELY!!! NOBODY BUYS A 
TICKET TO WATCH ME CALMLY STEEP A 
BAG OF FUCKED-UP HIPPIE TEA!!!  EAT, 
PAPA, EAT!!! NO ONE LIKES A SKINNY 
SANTA!!!  So, ladies and gentlemen of the 
medical profession, i ask you this one 
resounding question: AM I JUST FUCKING 
FUCKED NOW, OR WHAT’S THE DEAL??? 
…hmmm…wait a minute…i’m feeling kind 

The trick is simply to AGGRAVATE 

need to do is to keep myself completely and 
utterly aggravated at all times, and i’m back 
to normal!

Love,
Nørb

Somebody get me the entire Mike Ness 
discography, stat!
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I’M AGAINST IT

The Dinghole Reports
By The Rhythm Chicken

[Edited by Dr. Sicnarf]

A few weeks ago, I woke up in Boulder 
City, Nevada. It was ninety-seven degrees 

dropped me off at the Las Vegas airport. Just 
before boarding my plane, I received a text 
message from my Dr. Phil back in northern 
Wisconsin. It simply said Voyage on Peder’s 
boat. Launch @ 6. 
forgot that I was on the other side of the 
country for a few days. I turned off my phone, 
found my seat, and cracked open a book.

Three-and-a-half hours later, I was 

Green Bay, I received another text from 
Phil, Peder gave the green light. Bring your 
drums. I thought about how many time zones 
I had traversed, when I’d land in Green Bay, 
and how long it would take me to zoom north 
to my home. Could I make it? Once again, I 

The puddle-jumper landed in Green Bay. 
I pushed past everyone and raced out to my 
car. Within minutes, I was on the highway, 
headed back up to Door County, my home. 
Two hours later, I pulled into my driveway. 
After throwing my kit and chickenhead into 
the car, I zoomed down to the Sister Bay 

helped me haul my arsenal down to the end 
of the dock. I made it on time.

Dinghole Report #108: Heck 
with the Van, Get in the Boat!
(Rhythm Chicken sighting #454)

Our friend Peder (nicknamed “Wahoo”) 

fair-weathered evenings when he has no 
scheduled tours, he will invite various folks 
out for a pleasure trip. Coolers of food 
and booze are thrown aboard as everyone 
prepares for a relaxing starlit sail. The 
rotating cast of passengers have nicknames 
such as The Senator, Daytime Dave, Donnie 

This particular voyage would be hauling one 

rusty chickenkit was loaded aboard this new 

tour vessel, a thirty-two-foot sailboat, and 
stowed away below in the hull. Punk!

So, that morning I left Las Vegas at 
ninety-seven degrees. Within seven hours I 

lake breeze, skimming across the waves of 

most unique rock voyage! The crew relaxed 
and enjoyed Hamms under the moonlight, 
while wind power carried us south to the 
Little Sister Harbor. There a local band, the 

acoustic songs echoed around the small, 
secluded harbor. We silently skimmed up to 
the dock and tied down our tour vessel. 

Under a veil of darkness, my maritime 
roadie army helped move my chickenkit 
out onto the dock, facing the band onshore. 

and ran over to the next dock, ready to man the 
lightshow! Just as I pulled on my ceremonial 
headdress, the Nicks stopped to take a break. 

bright light upon the evening’s new stage, 

all attention from onshore. Behold the new 

onshore were truly taken aback. A few fans 
ran to the water’s edge, front row seats! 

the harbor. Then the crowd’s cheers and 

ruckus arrived by sea, carried by the winds 

frontier in touring!

(So, are you giving up on parades? Is marine 
travel the new pinnacle of punk in your 

about “parade punk” never really caught on. 
What makes you think that BOATING to 
gigs will be the next big thing? – Dr. S.]

Sicnarf. What matters is that I’m blazing new 
trails in rock’n’roll delivery! I’m WAY off 
the beaten path! I’m completely escaping the 
cops and am now giving the COAST GUARD 

day I’ll publish my tour diary from these 
stormy voyages: Get in the Boat!

(So you got any other water-logged nuggets 

Dinghole Report #109: 
Pontoon Party Ruckus!
(Rhythm Chicken sighting #450)

A few weeks earlier, my friends at the local 
newspaper caught wind of my maritime 
ruckus and requested a healthy dose of wave-
rock for their employee summer party which 

They rented a pontoon party barge for the 
afternoon, loaded it up with Wisconsin-
type beverages, sandwiches, and one feisty 
Rhythm Chicken! This was to be a fun-

production at the Peninsula Pulse.

[Oh NO! Not THOSE guys! – Dr. S.]

We launched and inched our way out of the 
harbor. The newspaper staff was cracking open 
beverages, preparing to swim, and partaking 
in various forms of merriment. I spent a few 
moments replacing my snare head and re-
adjusting my well-beaten chickenkit. Once 
we motored into Nicolet Bay, I was ready. 
With no warning, I unleashed my bouncy 
yet vicious agua-rock! Nearby boaters were 

ecstatic! They were dumb-founded! The 
partiers aboard OUR boat ducked and tried 

There was NO ESCAPE! This was a voyage 
they would soon not forget! Captain Zack 
zig-zagged around the harbor, unleashing 
my audio onslaught on various other vessels. 
Staff photographer, Dan “The Eggman” 
Eggert, was busy capturing visual proof 
of this certain breach of maritime ethics! 

The ruckus ceased as we left the bay, heading 
straight out to tiny Horseshoe Island for a 

mass of trees and rock, the crew dispersed in 
various directions into the woods.

Dinghole Report #110: 
Chicken of the Flies, 
Lord of the Chickens!
(Rhythm Chicken sighting #451)

groups and ventured inland. Ralph and 

Chicken of the Sea

RHYTHM CHICKEN

“AHOY MATEY! 
SHIVER ME 
RUCKUS!”

THE DINGHOLE REPORTS



Piggy took a logical and well-reasoned path 
somewhat parallel to the shoreline. Simon, 
Jack, and Robert had a ravenous taste for meat 
and hunted straight into the wild inner-island. 

inched their way along the tree line, in hopes 

appear and save them all. They were all 
stranded on this uninhabited island and mere 
survival weighed heavily on their minds.
Ralph and Piggy paid attention to the wind, 
position of the sun, direction of the waves, and 
any other clues that could possibly help them. 
Simon, Jack, and Robert grew more savage-
like as their minds twisted in the hunt. The 
“littluns” were timid and fearful of every branch 
that moved. They all sensed a wild beast on the 

and there. A few claim to have seen it snorting 
through the underbrush. A certain undeniable 
evil was amongst them all. Would the hunters 
become the hunted? Would Ralph and Piggy 
perish in the jaws of this hideous beast? Would 

Suddenly, a horrendous noise erupted 

BEAST! The savage hunters, conch-carrying 
intellectuals, and fear-stricken youngsters all 
gasped in horror at what they saw on the beach. 
There, behind an oddly terrifying drumset, 

pounding out a most animalistic number on a 

THE BEAST!!! BATHE IN ITS BLOOD!!! 

—awkward silence—

(Uh… okaaaay… Say, Chicken? You haven’t 

[I think it’s time for you to see your friend Dr. 
Phil. He may have a nice soft padded coop 
for you to roost in. – Dr. S.]

[Lord of the Coop? – Dr. S.]

Okay. In reality, the crew just hiked around 
the island while I set up my drums onshore 
and played a good while before joining them. 
Unless some Native Americans played some 
kind of drum on this island ages ago, I’m 

percussive skins on Horseshoe Island! I am 
once again bringing my ruckus rock to virgin 
rock venues!

(So, “parade punk” is out, and “maritime 

[I’m putting my money on “island punk.” 
– Dr. S.]

–Rhythm Chicken
rhythmchicken@hotmail.com
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This evening’s ruckus arrived by sea, carried 

by the winds of an angry Neptune!

DAN “THE EGGMAN” EGBERT



O

I’M AGAINST IT

Okay, heathens, it’s been quite a while since 
I’ve handed out a Ramones pop quiz and 
propped my half-assed “teacher” feet up on 
the desk. You all know the rules: no Google, 
Yahoo!, or any other kind of internet-related 
assistance. That goes double for looking up 
anything in books and whatnot or calling up 
your homies on the telephone for help. As in 
the past, this test of sorts is simply what you 
happen to know right here, right now. 

Answers and results will be emailed 
to anyone and everyone who participates 
(respond directly to my email below). The 
person to get back with all the right answers 
will get a special Ramones prize sent to them 
(really!). Winner will be announced next issue. 
Void where cheating is prohibited by law, in 
which case I’ll be sending over our own Art 

proceed to fuck up your entire place for being 
a shithead cheater, so do the right thing, there, 
cocko, yeah?

The following set of twenty questions is 
primarily focused on a few of the Ramones’ 
2,263 gigs they earned under their frayed 
belts after some twenty-plus years on the 

that the Ramones played a gig?

B) New Jersey
C) Connecticut
D) None of the above

2. What Queens, N.Y. dive bar did the 
Ramones and KISS play at (not
the early stages of both of their careers? 
A) Hotel Diplomat
B) Popcorn
C) Coventry
D) None of the above

3. At which particular venue in England 

time, planting many a seed in the attending 
audience’s heads to go forth and sprout new 
and rip-roaring U.K. punk bands?
A) The 100 Club
B) Dingwall’s
C) Rainbow Theatre
D) None of the above

4. Which super rock band did the Ramones 

A) Black Sabbath
B) Johnny Winter
C) Blue Oyster Cult
D) None of the above

5. A comedian who thought he could break 
into the music business actually did a gig 
with the Ramones many moons ago. Who?

C) Paul Reubens
D) None of the above

It’s 
Alive, was recorded at which venue?
A) New York Palladium
B) Rainbow Bar & Grill
C) Hollywood Palladium
D) None of the above

7. Mid-1978: Tommy out, Marky in. Where 

drum kit?
A) Brooklyn, NY

C) Poughkeepsie, NY
D) None of the above

8. The live concert sequences for Rock ‘n’ 
Roll High School were shot inside which 
L.A. music club?
A) The Troubadour
B) Whisky A Go Go
C) Roxy
D) None of the above

9. Bonus RNRHS question! Which 
handful of early L.A. punks can be spotted 
throughout this movie?
A) Darby Crash (Germs), Don Bolles 

B) Darby Crash (Germs), Pat Smear 

C) Darby Crash (Germs), Johnny 

(Controllers/Gears)
D) None of the above

10. Which one of these acts did the Ramones 
have the unpleasant experience of having to 
do a support slot for in 1978?

B) Rick Derringer

D) All of the above

11. The band had to cancel a Virginia 
Beach show in October of ’81 because 
of Marky. This pissed off the rest of the 
band and management to no end, to say 
the least. What was the reason why Marky 
missed the gig?
A) He was stuck in Columbus, OH due 
to a scheduled band day-off: an all night 
drinking bender with ex-NY Yankee 

B) He was stuck in Dayton, OH due to a 
scheduled band day-off: all day and night 
cocaine party with ex-NY Jet Joe Namath.
C) He was stuck in Sandusky, OH due to 
a scheduled band day-off: thirty-six-hour 
LSD trip with NY Rangers’ defenseman 
Ron Greschner.
D) None of the above

12. In the early ‘80s, the Ramones did a 
gig with a band called Blue Angel. Who in 
that band went on to have a successful solo 
career in the mid/late ‘80s?

B) Cyndi Lauper
C) Patty Smyth
D) None of the above

13. Early 1983. The booze comes to a 
head: Marky out, Richie in. Where was 

drum kit?
A) Trenton, NJ
B) Providence, RI
C) Utica, NY
D) None of the above

14. Four years later, August 1987: Richie 

to an ongoing disagreement over sharing 
Ramones T-shirt sales revenues. Who is 
brought in for the long haul, but just can’t 
cut it after two fucked-up gigs?
A) Billy Rogers (ex-Johnny Thunders and 
The Heartbreakers) 
B) Clem Burke (Blondie)
C) Rat Scabies (The Damned)
D) None of the above

15. After the two above-mentioned fucked 
up gigs, who jumped back into the Ramones 
driver’s seat behind the drums less than a 

I’M AGAINST IT
DESIGNATED DALE

“D) You had 
better not fuck 
up the answer 
on this one.”

Pop Quiz, Pinhead
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NATION OF AMANDA

Get your finger out of your nose 
(or other orifice) and get ready to rock.…

week after Clem was permanently dismissed 
from his duties?

C) Your mom
D) You had better not fuck up the answer on 
this one

16. Which artist from the old school N.Y. 
hip-hop era did a gig with the Ramones in 
the late 1980s?

D) None of the above

17. September 1989: Dee Dee out, C.J. in. 
Where was C.J.’s premiere gig at hammering 
the bass through an Ampeg cabinet?
A) Long Island, NY
B) Santa Clara, CA

D) None of the above

18. In 1991, what god-awful band did the 
Ramones have to share a bill with at a rock 
festival in Switzerland? 
A) Pearl Jam
B) Jethro Tull

D) None of the above

together with their rock‘n’roll brothers-
in-arms Motörhead to co-headline a show 
in front of an arena of close to 50,000 
rabid fans. Sadly, this is the one and only 
time the two legends share a bill together. 
Where was this?
A) Dörpstedt, Germany (Wacken Open Air)
B) Buenos Aires, Argentina

D) None of the above

20. On August 6, 1996, the Ramones 

Palace in Los Angeles, CA. Dee Dee and 

only other musical guests that night that 
deserved to join the band for one last 
song. Who deserved to get pummeled 

that night, for their inclusion of being 
brought out onstage to join the band for 
a song?
(No multiple choice. And I hope to GOD 
you get this one):_________________

Got all your answers/best guesses jotted down?

Good—catch you online soon, then!

I’m Against It,
–Designated Dale
designateddale@yahoo.com
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The Human 

N

I’M AGAINST IT
WHO ARE YOU?

Nardwuar: Who are you?
Nas: What’s up y’all, this is Nas.
Nardwuar: Nas, welcome to Vancouver, 
British Columbia, Canada.
Nas: Appreciate it.
Nardwuar: I have a gift for you, Nas. It is 
right here. [Nardwuar pulls out a vinyl record] 
Joeski Love. What can you tell the people 
about Joeski Love and “Pee Wee’s Dance”? 
Nas: It’s one of the earliest records I used to 
hear come on the radio stations late night. 
It became a big record though, “Pee Wee’s 
Dance.” Do the Pee Wee Herman. Yeah, this 
is back in the days, man. Thank you.
Nardwuar: It’s for you, a present. And you 
actually had him play your birthday party 
or something?
Nas: Yeah, man. I had a birthday party a 
few years back. It was a surprise birthday 
party, and I was surprised ‘cause a lot of the 
pioneers of rap music came out. Legends 
came out and did a show. And, you know, it 
was amazing. 
Nardwuar: Nas, here we are in Canada. And 
I always think of this band when I think of 

a record]
Nas:
at the album cover. Look at what’s 
happening. He puts the needle to the wax 

Source, this is crazy. 
Nardwuar: Now, did they ever talk about 
Canada because, of course, you’re on this 
LP—did they ever talk about Canada because 
they’re from Toronto?
Nas: Yeah, yeah. I met both of the DJs, both 
from Toronto. That was a long time ago. I 
honestly can’t really remember. I did know 
they were from Toronto back then. 
Nardwuar: And there’s another Canadian 
connection there, believe it or not, Nas. This 
band right here: The Incredible Bongo Band. 
[Nardwuar pulls out a record]
Nas: That’s right. That’s right. These boys 
right here. This is real stuff right here. Yeah.
Nardwuar: And you know what the 
connection is? Believe it or not, turn it over, 
look where it was recorded—you’ve sampled 
this a few times—right in…
Nas: Yeah, right in Vancouver. 

Nardwuar: Vancouver, British Columbia, 
Canada!
Nas: That’s right. You see, these guys 
here put down some incredible, incredible 
music. I think the early, early hip-hop rap 
guys were sampling Incredible Bongo 
Band, you know what I’m saying? This 
right here is real material.
Nardwuar: Nas, you have the song “You 
Da…”
Nas:
Nardwuar:
samples Rodriguez. Rodriguez has a song 

and I said, “I’m going to be doing an 
interview with Nas.”
Nas: That’s crazy. 
Nardwuar: And he has a message for you. 
This is from Rodriguez to Nas: “Thanks for 
the support. It’s greatly appreciated. “
Nas: Hey, shouts to Rodriguez. That’s an 
amazing thing that you reached out to him. That 
song is on the Stillmatic album. You’re tripping 
me out. That song is on the Stillmatic album 
and, ah, you know, I really like that record. 
Shout out to Rodriguez for being a good guy. 
Nardwuar: Believe it or not, he asked 
me to give you a copy of his recently re-
released album, Cold Fact. [Nardwuar 
hands Nas a CD] 
Nas: Incredible. Incredible. See this is what I 
listen to. I like the beats. The old joints that, 
like, was really, like, on the next level stuff. 
Yeah. Appreciate it. Yeah.
Nardwuar: Nas, I was wondering, Stephen 
Colbert, is he a gangster TV host?
Nas: Stephen Colbert is a gangster TV host. 
That’s my favorite TV host right now. 
Nardwuar: Here you are in Canada at 
Rock The Bells, and one of the hosts is 

Nas: Yeah.
Nardwuar: He’s freestyling. He had the 
record one time for the longest at nine hours. 
Nas: Wow. 
Nardwuar: What I was wondering is, 
I heard Nas, that at one time you did a 
freestyle for so many hours, and the person 
listening to that freestyle was Biggie. Is it 
true that Biggie fell asleep because your 
freestyle went on and on and on?

Nas: I don’t know. That is a wild story. 
Where’d you get that from?
Nardwuar: I don’t know. I just heard that 
you were doing a freestyle and Biggie fell 
asleep to it because you just kept going on 
and on and on.
Nas: Were we at his house in Brooklyn 

Nardwuar: Nas, New York, state of…
Nas:
Nardwuar: What can you tell the people 
about these particular records right here? 
[Nardwuar hands Nas a stack of vinyl records]
Nas: This right here, Lakim Shabazz, he 

haven’t seen this in, like, forever. Uh, Special 
Ed, The Mission, this is a classic right here. 
This right here, yeah. This got me into it. 

Nardwuar:
Nas:

but ah, yeah, they get much love. Yeah. 
Nardwuar: One other person I didn’t 

hands Nas a record] Now he’s from…
Nas: Wow. He’s from the ‘Bridge. This is 
my inspiration, y’all. This dude, see where 
he’s at? [Nas points to the record] This is 
the project where I come from. That’s the 

there. And he’s telling the crackhead, “Jane, 
stop this crazy thing.” And you notice his 
logo is crazy. It’s almost like Superman or 

little bit before Cool J was doing that, he was 

Nardwuar: Was there an elevator on that 
floor? ‘Cause, there were no elevators, 
were there?
Nas: Yeah, ‘cause you walk up the steps that 
she’s sitting on and you go to this elevator, 

Nardwuar: And Nas, we…
Nas: You’re crazy, yo. Crazy. 
Nardwuar: We can’t forget about the ladies, 
Nas. [Nardwuar pulls out another record] 

“Nardwuar: ‘Slam it 
like the Iron Sheik!’ 
Nas: You are 
serious. I like you.”

Nardwuar
vs. NasServiette



Nas: First of all, I need to know, 
are these all 
mine to leave 
with?

Nas: [Laughs]
Nardwuar: What can you tell the people 

Nas: Um. Nothing. I have no idea about them.
Nardwuar: You have…
Nas: I remember ‘em. What else, what’s 
next? C’mon.
Nardwuar: Well I was going to ask…
Nas: You are tripping me out. C’mon, 
what’s next? 
Nardwuar: You have the line, “Slam it 
like the…” 

Nas: Oh, Iron Sheik. 
Nardwuar: “Slam it like the Iron Sheik!” 
Nas: You are serious. I like you.
Nardwuar: Thank you, Nas. And also, Iron 
Sheik, of course, has a doll. And what I was 
wondering was, there Nas…
Nas: You know what? This guy is crazy. This 
is crazy.
Nardwuar: What I was wondering was, 

Nas: This is insane, dog. Is this happening? 
Nardwuar: And Nas, there’s a Pete Rock 
comb. Pete Rock! [Nardwuar pulls out a Pete 
Rock Comb]
Nas:
mine to leave with?
Nardwuar: Not quite.
Nas: See, now you’re becoming uncool, 
now, because… see this is crazy. This is 
good, like, stuff you want to put to the 
side and stuff like that.

Nardwuar: When is there going to be a Nas 

clock? The Iron Sheik? 
Nas: I don’t know, homeboy. That’s… what’s 
next man, what else you got? What’s in your 
trick bag?
Nardwuar: Well, winding up here Nas, you 
have the song called “Ether.” 
Nas: Could you not put the mike so close? 
And what else you got in your trick bag? 
Nardwuar: What else I was wondering was 
in the song you compare J.J. to…
Nas: Hold on a second, what I’d like to know 
is what else is in the trick bag? 
Nardwuar: Okay, here’s what’s in the trick 
bag… who do we have here? [Nardwuar 
pulls out a record] Jimmie Walker.
Nas: Is this an autograph copy?
Nardwuar: It’s an autograph copy to me. 
But I brought one for you, Nas. Your own 
copy of Dyn-o-mite by Jimmie Walker. Do 
you have this record? 
Nas: Nah.
Nardwuar: That is a gift for you. 
Nas: Alright, cool, but you know, Good Times a 
classic, and J.J.’s my man right here. So uh…
Nardwuar: You do mention him in the song 
“Ether,” right? 
Nas: Now you know, don’t do that. ‘Cause 
then I could take that as disrespect. 
Nardwuar: Well, I wanted to make sure you 
had the record.
Nas: Somethin’ else, yeah. The record is 
different; this is like classic TV. 

Nardwuar: Winding up here Nas. Did you 
see the movie, Belly 2 at all? 
Nas: No
Nardwuar: Because you were in Belly 1.
Nas: Didn’t see it. 
Nardwuar: And lastly Nas, I have a gift for 

Nas: I don’t know nothing about that. 
Nardwuar: It’s from Vancouver, British 
Columbia, Canada and it comes with 

hat, if you see what the instructions say at 
the bottom?
Nas: Say no to drugs, kids. 
Nardwuar: Alright, well thanks very much, 
Nas. Anything else you want to add to the 
people out there at all?
Nas: You are fucking nuts. You are 
fucking psycho. But, s’all love, s’all 
music, peace.
Nardwuar:
rocking in the free world, and doot doola 
doot doo...
Nas: Peace.
Nardwuar: Almost, Nas. Doot doola doot 
doo...
Nas: Yo, it’s over. A’ite? It’s over. It’s over. 

Nardwuar: Thank you. 
Nas: A’ite. 

To hear and see this interview hop to 
www.nardwuar.com
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Nardwuar: Not 
                quite.

Nas: See, now 
you’re becoming 
uncool.



With My Little Ukulele in My Hand

O

LAZY MICK
I’M AGAINST IT

SEAN CARSWELL

“If you want to make 
a punk happy, get 
him something he 
can really hate.”

A MONKEY TO RIDE THE DOG

On South Street in Honolulu sits an 
unassuming, two-story building, not much 

it really stands out except for a small sign 
on the front with the familiar k on top of 
a k. It’s easy to drive by without noticing, 
heading either for the beach or downtown. I 
almost missed it, whipping into the parking 
lot only at the last second. Inside, they 
were making a little magic in the form of a 

Now, I can almost hear you, Razorcake
reader, groaning. Perhaps it’s because I 
assume you poop while you read this. 
Groaning helps. Perhaps I’m right in guessing 
that you’re about to turn the page, grumbling, 
“Ukulele’s are not punk rock,” and “Geez, I 

And, damn it, you’re right on both counts.
Ukuleles are not punk. I know that one 

of the guys from the Jennifers has an act 
called the Punk Rock Ukulele. I know there 
are hundreds of videos on YouTube of lonely 
girls playing uke versions of Green Day 
songs. And, yeah, Gugug’s uke covers of 
Ramones songs are pretty rad. But they’re 
not punk rock. I’m okay with that. I’m hoping 
we can relax and admit that there are some 

Books that are ideologically awesome and 
don’t have to be punk to be appreciated. And 

The ukulele is a funny instrument. I have 
a friend who refers to them as the pugs of the 
music world, because she can’t help smiling 
every time she sees one. It’s indelibly linked 
in our imagination with Tiny Tim tiptoeing 
through the tulips, or, if we’re luckier, 

so comfortable with their penis size that they 

uke is supposed to be funny. That’s part of 
the point.

Another part of the point, though, 
is that it’s an instrument of resistance. 
The instrument itself was born from the 
cavaquinho, a small guitar brought to Hawaii 
by Portuguese immigrants. Through that 
little guitar, we can see the blessing and curse 
of colonialism. The cavaquinho was adapted 
into a ukulele by Hawaiian musicians in 
the late nineteenth century, and it quickly 
became entrenched in Hawaiian culture. 
Now everyone knows what a ukulele is while 

even I have to go back to the dictionary to 
make sure I’m spelling cavaquinho right. 
So that’s the blessing. The curse lies in the 
fact that the cavaquinho is the instrument 
of the Portuguese immigrants who came to 
Hawaii as overseers for the Dole plantations 

monarchy and annex the region as a territory. 
The Portuguese overseers kept the plantation 
labor force in check through it all. They 
oversaw not only the horrible exploitation 
of immigrant labor, but actual slavery on 

“indentured servants” until Hawaii became 
a state in 1959. So colonialism was a mixed 
bag for the Hawaiians. American corporate 
interests got the islands and the money and 
were able to reinstall the plantation system 
that had been outlawed on the mainland. The 
Hawaiians got the ukulele. It’s a pretty lousy 
trade for the Hawaiians, sure. But let’s not 
sell it too short. They did get the ukulele out 
of the deal. That’s a hell of a lot better than 
what the Iraqis are getting from Halliburton.

And I think there’s something to be said 
about this kind of cultural appropriation 
of the ukulele. Cultural appropriation, in 
general, can be a positive thing. Sometimes 
we forget that in the punk community. 
We’ve seen too many great things of ours 
appropriated in bad ways. It’s heartbreaking 
to see manufactured pop stars being 
marketed as “punk” or wearing shirts that 
say  It’s even more of a bummer 
to see the trend when, about a decade ago, 
not selling out to major labels became such 
a powerful ideal of the punk community that 
major labels started to just put out classic 
rock bands in Hot Topic clothes and bill 
them as punk (see: Good Charlotte). But 
we’ve done our own share of appropriating, 
too. We took the idea of fanzines from 
movie buffs and Star Trek geeks. We took 
the idea of DIY publishing from resistance 
groups that run the gamut from Ben 

pop punk song is an appropriation of the 
Ramones’ appropriation of Buddy Holly, 

The Clash, but I cringe to think of what they 
would’ve been if Joe Strummer hadn’t been 
stealing from Lee “Scratch” Perry. And, 
hell, even I know how to play several dozen 
punk songs on the uke. Come by my place 
with a six-pack of beer. I’ll play them for 
you until you run away screaming.

The point being, appropriation in and 
of itself isn’t a bad thing. When people 
exploit independent culture so they can make 
money, that sucks. But when the people who 
are not in power appropriate things from the 
people in power and change those things into 
something unique and organic, it’s not only 
okay. It’s a way of challenging those who are 
in power.

This is exactly what the ukulele has done. 

gonna do something all my own.” And the 

has done an amazing job of making bad songs 

version of “Over the Rainbow.” Listen to the 
uke in that song. So fucking cool.

the ukulele. It was about six years ago. I 
was hanging around another brother-in-
law’s place in suburban Sacramento, bored 
out of my gourd, when Rien broke out his 

that all the songs he played had only three 
chords. Hell, I thought, I can play a three-
chord song. They’re the soundtrack to my 
life. Rien told me that, if I could play guitar, 
I could play uke. And I can play guitar. So 
I picked up my other brother-in-law’s uke, 

and we spent the afternoon playing the 
thirty-seven Hawaiian songs that use no 
more than those three chords.

A few weeks later, I bought a cheap 
ukulele of my own. I practiced those 
chords, learned a few others, and adapted 
a few punk songs for the uke. They just 
didn’t sound as good as when I’d played on 

A couple of summers ago, I found myself 
stranded in Indiana, PA (for reasons why, see 
my column in the last issue). About a month 
after my birthday, I got a package from my 
mom. It was a ten-dollar, pink ukulele with 

shop on it. I was a little confused. As luck 
had it, my mom called right around the time 
I opened the package and started scratching 
my head. I said, “I got your package.”

She laughed. “Don’t you just hate it? I 
saw that in the store, and I just knew you’d 
hate it!”

Because that’s my mom. She’ll wait until 
a month after my birthday before sending me 

something I really hate. She’s hilarious.
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She’s also a model for mothers of punk 
rockers everywhere. She knows that, if 
you want to make a punk happy, get him 
something he can really hate. Because here’s 
the worst thing about the whole episode: I 

to the Replacements “If Only You Were 
Lonely” within minutes of getting off the 
phone with her.

The thing about the pink ukulele was 
that it sounded worse than my cheap one 
by the exact same degree that my cheap 

into the company and found that they have 
been a family business for almost a hundred 
years (ninety-three to be exact). During 
World War II, they hired deaf luthiers to 
make their ukuleles. The deaf craftsman 
knew they got the sound right when they 
could feel it. And this is a cool thing about 

feel the song on your chest. It’s unlike any 
other uke I’ve played.

As far as I know, there’s still at least one 

good because the front plate—where that 
rich sound comes from—is made from solid 

ukes are so popular and the shop so small that 
you can’t buy one from their store. You have 
to order one and they’ll make it for you. 

I went to the headquarters in Honolulu. 
They let me play all their ukes. I played 
their fourteen-hundred dollar deluxe 
soprano, which is funny because it looks 
so much like a toy. And what does it sound 
like? It sounds like fourteen hundred 

deluxe. One that I found after searching and 
searching, waiting for one in my price range, 

music store. It’s from the ‘60s and it had to 
be reconditioned by the shop, but, unlike 

notwithstanding), it sounds great.
The last time my wife’s side of the 

family got together, we broke out the ukes. 
I started playing a ‘20s tune, “5 foot 2,” 
which my grandfather used to play for me 

four-year-old nephew, like a true prodigy, 
told me to play it faster. I played as fast as I 
could. He and his three-year-old sister made 
their own circle pit in my living room. I love 
how things come around.

So now you may be thinking to yourself, 
all right, Sean, I took your advice on the 

words later, my legs are falling asleep on the 
toilet seat, and I’m waiting for you to get to 
the point. Well, maybe there isn’t one, really. 

enough for today.

–Sean Carswell

BRAD BESHAW

I can play a

three-chord song. 

They’re the

soundtrack to my life. 
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 as the editor and 
publisher of Razorcake and, before that, the managing 
editor of Flipside, a shadowy part of independent 
music has been distribution. Zines are often distributed 
through completely different channels than music, but 
the results often bear the same bitter fruit.

for making the physical or digital product and a distributor responsible for the 
wholesale selling of that product to other wholesalers and retailers. Music 
distributors have a way of going out of business, often wiping out or severely 
dinging the independent labels under their umbrella.

Distribution is largely out of the public eye, but it’s the 
lifeblood—not the throat—of music. It doesn’t usually elicit the same reactions as a 
band signing to a major label or corporate logos hanging above a band onstage. 

Let’s strip this down to the basics. Most DIY punk rockers hate talking about 

being an adult in America—as an exchange for sustenance to carry on a creative 
enterprise. I didn’t create, nor am I thrilled about, modern capitalism, but that 

THE
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doesn’t excuse me from making budgets, collecting 

responsible. If I didn’t do those things, you’d be holding 
air in the palms of your hands right now, and I’d be out 
of a job.

Respectable record companies are started due to 
an insatiable love of music, not necessarily because its 

music on loan to a distributor in the hopes of future 
payment to them. The distributor has full rights to sell 

contract to contract (exclusivity, payment, termination, 
and so on). 

 The ideal label works on making and releasing 
quality music it believes in. The ideal independent 
distributor works toward creating a safe umbrella for 
smaller labels to survive under and uses their strength 
in numbers. Distributors then use that collective strength 
to send the music out and collect the money that comes 
back in. They take a fee or percentage of sales for their 
services and cut the labels a check at regular intervals. 
In turn, the labels are supposed to pay royalties to their 
artists from those music sales.

It sounds so simple.
But, what follows is an “oral” history on the rise and 

fall of the Lumberjack Mordam Music Group by many of 
the people directly involved and deeply affected by its 
abrupt demise. “Oral” is in quotes, because, due to the 
fear of misquoting people, almost all interviews were 
conducted via email and then ordered according to 
timeline and topic. People who didn’t respond to interview 
requests are directly quoted from online sources cited in 
their headings. Some people’s titles changed over time, 

this piece while in the same mind frame you would be 

The purpose of this piece is not to go after a single 
person or company. It is a cautionary tale. There is no 
doubt in my mind that something very similar will happen 

DIRK HEMSATH AND THE BIRTH 
OF THE LUMBERJACK LABEL GROUP

Dirk Hemsath was the guitarist and then singer of 
Majority Of One, a hardcore punk band. In 1988, their 

Think about Tomorrow, was released on an 
existing label. Shortly after, going the DIY route, Dirk formed 
Doghouse Records. Dirk was in high school at the time and 
Doghouse would eventually go on to release three Majority Of 
One 7”s through 1992. Dirk went on to earn a BA in Marketing, 
Business in 1996 from the University of Toledo. In 1997, Dirk 
purchased the existing Lumberjack Distribution and then 
moved to Toledo, Ohio. 

Ryan Canavan, Hex Records
“Dirk bought Lumberjack off of Eric Astor, who started 

an excellent distro. They exclusively distro’d most all of the 
well-known hardcore labels at some point or another: Trustkill, 

He bought stuff from all the non-exclusive labels. I had recently 
released an EP from a grind band called Ed Gein and they were 
touring a lot. The CD was doing awesome and Lumberjack was 
selling a ton of them. Based on the strength of that release, as 
well as a couple things I had coming up, Lumberjack asked if I 
wanted to sign with them. Of course I was elated because they 
were the best there was out there at the time for a small label 
like mine.”

Charles Cardello, Bifocal Media
“We started working with Lumberjack Distribution in 1998 when 
the Actuality of Thought video came out. They wanted to order 
more copies of the video than we could afford to manufacture, 
so they just sent us a check up front for 300 of them. It was 
incredibly generous of them. We signed an exclusive deal with 
them in 2003.”

A QUICK EXPLANATION 
OF MAJOR DISTRIBUTION

Adistributor is a middleman between a label and a 
wholesale buyer. Let’s say you wanted to buy a single 
record directly from Lumberjack. You couldn’t. They deal 

solely with wholesale transactions. To purchase a single item, 
Lumberjack refers the potential buyer to an online retail store.

In an ideal situation, a music label can focus on the 
content of its releases, while the distributor gets a label’s 
music on as many shelves as makes sense and shares its 
combined purchasing power and priority service with all of 
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the labels it represents for manufacturing, printing, freight, and 
shipping discounts.

Just as Lumberjack doesn’t sell directly to the public, national 
chain stores won’t buy directly from independent labels or distributors. 
Pre-2005, a lion’s share of music bought in America was purchased 
in chain stores like Borders, Barnes and Noble, Target, Trans World, 
Virgin Megastores, Wal Mart, Best Buy, Hastings, or Circuit City. The 
only way for an independent distributor to get into a chain is through 
a larger distributor with connections. 

On July 13, 2003, Lumberjack Distribution signed a distribution 
deal with Navarre Corporation, “a leading distributor and publisher 
of a broad range of home entertainment and multimedia software 
products.” Navarre distributes everything from CDs to video games to 
more than 18,000 retail locations throughout North America.

Dirk Hemsath, CEO Lumberjack Distribution, via Navarre.com
“Everyone at Lumberjack is very excited to be working with the ultra 
experienced people at Navarre. We’ve renamed our group of forty-
some labels the Lumberjack Label Group as part of this exciting 

Che Brooks, Sales/Marketing Manager, Mordam Distribution
“Navarre was a distribution channel used by Lumberjack to get into 
larger accounts. Other distribution channels available include ADA/

MORDAM DISTRIBUTION

Mordam Records and Mordam Distribution were founded in 
1983 in San Francisco. Mordam Distribution specialized 
in independent punk and was founded by Ruth Schwartz, 

one of the original co-editors of Maximum Rock’n’roll. Over the 

Maximum Rock’n’roll and Alternative Tentacles, especially The Dead 
Kennedys’ catalog—Mordam gained a reputation as one of the few 
record distributors that paid its labels on time. For almost a quarter 

independent distributors of punk, hardcore, garage, and indie rock in 
America. They distributed labels such as Dionysus, Sympathy For The 
Record Industry, Lookout!, Jade Tree, and Kill Rock Stars. 

New labels had to be voted in for distribution and all of the labels 
under Mordam signed at-will contracts. Labels were not bound by 
contract to stay on Mordam and were free to go at any time. Most 
labels remained with the distributor because it was a mutually 

music distribution. 
Mordam moved to Sacramento, California in 2000 and 

experienced a renaissance, yet Ruth was totally fried with the 
business as a whole. In 2004, the music industry was experiencing 

from a crippling reduction.

Lee Joseph, Dionysus Records

organized, trustworthy. Sometimes the political correctness was a bit 
irritating, but, all in all, it was a fabulous situation to be in for any 
label. Checks arrived the same time every month with a statement. 
We’re talking from 1985 on. That’s huge.”

Zak Kaplan, Chunksaah Records

us on time. They were around for twenty years and had a really great 
track record.”

Patrick Boissel, Bomp/Alive Records

down to talk with Suzy Shaw and me after we left Caroline. We liked 
her very much. She felt like family right away: a true independent, 

experiences we ever had in this business.”

WHY MORDAM WAS FOR SALE

Ruth Schwartz, CEO Mordam Distribution
“I was tired and pissed-off. It was a personal choice to get out. I did 
not have a good attitude any more. ‘I hate my job. I hate the industry. 

in the position to be an innovator of digital aggregation—we were 
farming out all digital aggregation at the time—but I couldn’t give a 
crap. What a mess. The model had changed. 

“I was also a generational divide with lot of younger people 
coming into the music scene. People born after 1980 are jumpy. They 
move fast. When businesses were going down twenty percent, people 
started to bail. That generation couldn’t give a crap nor do they have 
a problem with major labels.”

Che Brooks, Sales/Marketing Manager, Mordam Distribution

model, and Ruth just didn’t want to do it. I was hired to handle more 
things for her, to deal more with the labels on a day-to-day basis, and, 
basically, to just give her a break, as she was already done with the 
day-to-day grind.” 

WHY LUMBERJACK WAS DECIDED UPON 
TO BUY OUT MORDAM

Ruth Schwartz, CEO Mordam Distribution

product, because content became so cheap. The business has to be in 

“MORDAM HAS ALWAYS BEEN OUR 
MENTOR COMPANY. WE BUILT 
LUMBERJACK IN WHAT WE 
PERCEIVED AS MORDAM’S IMAGE.”

Dirk Hemsath, CEO Lumberjack Distribution



list buyers weren’t interested because of the at-will contracts.” 

Che Brooks, Sales/Marketing Manager, Mordam Distribution
“Ruth Schwartz talked to James Cho who owns Sidecho 
Records—he has since started his own sub-distribution company 
for smaller labels. He spoke to the VP of Vagrant Records at the 

point if he took it over. At least, that was the thought. But, for 
most people, the price was too high and a lot of people weren’t 
going for it. 

they were going to survive, and Dirk had the energy and ideas 
to make that happen. 

“Lumberjack was chosen, I think, because they were the 
only ones who would pay the money! Really, it just came down 
to that and the fact that Ruth thought they could actually do the 

was still a company that knew what it took to sell records to 
independent outlets. They did hardcore, indie, and metal, and so 
did we, so why couldn’t we all make it work? It made as much 
sense as anything else. This was a way to, hopefully, keep the 
labels happy and the employees from losing their jobs, which, I 
think, Ruth really cared about. 

“There was always a thought that if someone big bought 

labels, and new environment, people dropped one by one in 

who quit. 
“There was a lot of anxiety internally for a while. Especially 

since the way Ruth did things and the way Lumberjack did 
things were way different. Some of the employees questioned 
whether we should trust them. But that would have happened 
with any new owner. Ruth was tough but fair, and it was just 

Dirk Hemsath, CEO Lumberjack Distribution, 
via  #33

forward… Our labels will have better tools to market and sell the 
records by the bands, which helps the bands sell records when 

always been our mentor company. We built Lumberjack in what 

very different companies, but, in general, we do business in a 
similar fashion and I believe our core values and missions to be 
the same, which is to be a conduit for great music getting to the 
end buyer, the fans.”

THE DAY OF THE SALE

The sale of Mordam was announced in late November/ 

of 2005. The Lumberjack Mordam Music Group, LLC was 
formed. Dirk Hemsath became its CEO and president. Mordam 
had at-will contracts and Lumberjack did not. Lumberjack 
did offer their labels the option to leave due to the change 
in business structure. None did. Dirtnap, Polyvinyl, Suicide 
Squeeze, Troubleman, Adeline, among others labels, left 
Mordam because of the merger.

Ken Cheppaikode, Dirtnap Records

some interest from other distributors that year, 2004. At that 

as Ruth Schwartz was running it, but I also told them that if she 
were to leave—I knew she was trying to sell the company—that 
we could talk. I think a lot of my loyalty was to Ruth personally. 
She basically put Dirtnap on the map, picking me up after only 
one full-length release. I really appreciated that. I got tipped off 
before the sale was announced that it was going to go down and 
thought it might be a good time to look at other options. While 
it’s true Lumberjack didn’t seem to have the best rep in the 
underground, I thought the switchover made for as good a time 
as any to see what else was out there.”

Dirk Hemsath, CEO LMMG, 10/10/09

of the company, I personally guaranteed lines of credit in the 

spend many years paying off.”

Che Brooks, Sales/Marketing Manager, Mordam Distribution
“You had to sign a disclosure to actually see the number 
of the purchase price, but I thought I had heard between 
$200,000-$300,000.”

Jason White, General Manager, LMMG Distribution

Che Brooks, Sales/Marketing Manager, Mordam Distribution
“In reality, with a bunch of labels not under contract, all potential 
buyers were really buying was the name and people who worked 
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there. There was nothing physical to own and no contracts to keep 
labels in place, hence the mass exodus over the years. A lot of labels 
trusted Ruth immensely and when she left, so did they.”

Mike Park, Asian Man Records

a payment.” 

Ryan Canavan, Hex Records
“I know when Lumberjack announced this merger, they were giving 
its labels the opportunity to leave if they wanted, if they objected to 
the merger. At the time, I felt like it was a rather bold and risky move 

by opening up more avenues for my label.”

WHY SOME MORDAM LABELS 
JOINED LUMBERJACK, NOW LMMG

Included in the merger were labels previously on Mordam that 
decided to stay on with Lumberjack.  Among the labels that stayed, 
were Sympathy For The Record Industry, Alive/Bomp!/Voxx, 

Frontier, Dionysus/Bacchus, GSL, and Asian Man.

Mike Park, Asian Man Records
“I didn’t know anything bad was going to happen. I thought it was just 
the next chapter in my distribution and that they would continue to do 

increase, but that wasn’t due to any negligence. That was more of a 
testament to the change in the music industry.”

Patrick Boissel, Bomp/Alive Records
“Sure, we had reservations about the takeover, like pretty much 

that someone else would be able to run it. That’s the case with 
most indie businesses. However, Ruth did make the argument 

were getting worse with stores disappearing, and a big chunk 

access through one-stops. (One-stops are also distributors. Their 
business model dictates they carry music from a clutch of labels 
making it easier for a store—or chain of stores—to order a broad 
swath of different titles at one location instead of going to several 
different places. –Todd 
to deal with the chains and didn’t have the money to do it. Ruth 

Lee Joseph, Dionysus Records

honestly, between ‘01 and ’05, I wasn’t much interested in really 
pursuing the label. I started a visual arts publicity company in ‘06. 
I never even felt like trying to move the label. The problems started 
when Lumberjack took over. That coincided with the ‘decline’ of the 
record industry.”

Darren Walters, Jade Tree Records

unclear whether they would be able to deliver or not for numerous 
reasons. It initially started off rather unremarkably when Jade Tree 
had three titles sitting on a dock waiting to go out, but they were tied 
up for some reason that did not appear to make sense.”

THE WARNER LOAN TO PURCHASE MORDAM

In order to afford the asking price of Mordam, Dirk Hemsath ended 
his distribution contract with Navarre and made several deals 
with Warner Brothers and WEA, the distribution arm of the Warner 

Music Group. WEA was to pick, pack, ship (PPS—also called 

large accounts—mostly national chain stores—for LMMG. Under 
this agreement, LMMG’s labels would send music directly to WEA. 
When an order came that included these titles, WEA would retrieve 
them from their warehouse (“pick”), box up and invoice the order 
(“pack”), and ship it out to whoever placed the order (“ship”).

LMMG’s dealings with Warner were not openly shared with the 
labels under LMMG’s umbrella. There was also no direct mention of 
Warner by name in a contract from 2008 that labels under LMMG had 
to sign. It states, solely, that the “Distributor may freely assign this 

that acquires all or substantially all of Distributor’s assets.”
There were also separate contract negotiations between WEA 

and Dirk Hemsath’s label Doghouse.

independent label’s connection to the majors.

Yvonne Gomez, Latin Creative Director 
West Coast And Mexico, Peer Music
“An ‘Upstream Agreement’ is usually only between a major 
label and an independent artist or label. It generally maps 
out that the deal will start out with limited services such as 
manufacturing and distribution only and the label or artist 
remains independent. The ‘upstream’ clause in the agreement 
will state that if the distribution deal is successful based usually 
on a specific number of units sold—usually via Soundscan. 
The major label has the ability to ‘upstream’ them into being 
officially signed to the label. 

“DIRK WANTED THE DISTRIBU
TION COMPANY TO SUCCEED. HE 
JUST DIDN’T THINK IT THROUGH 
AS MUCH AS HE SHOULD HAVE.”

Che Brooks, Sales and Marketing Manager, LMMG Distribution



“A ‘Point System’ is what the label sets up for paying 
an artist or producer royalties. This can get complicated, but 
usually when a band or a producer gets ‘1 point,’ it refers 
to one percent of the income. But this can all depend on the 
language of the agreement if this is one point of the net or 
gross, or after recoupment of production and/or marketing 
expenses. These are all negotiable points in a contract. It 

Basically, points are percentages.”

Dirk Hemsath,  #33

Che Brooks, Sales/Marketing Manager, LMMG Distribution
“I believe Dirk took out a loan from WEA on collateral for future 
earnings and bands he would upstream through their system 

then was paying Ruth off month by month. I don’t know if she 
got all her money, but I’m pretty sure WEA did not.”

Lee Joseph, Dionysus Records
“I knew there was a Warner Brothers connection. I didn’t like it 
one bit, but just kind of let it go.”

Dirk Hemsath, CEO LMMG, via Billboard, February 12, 2005 
and March 25, 2006

staff will not sell Lumberjack titles… I do not intend to further 
link Lumberjack with Warner… There’s no ownership situation 
involved with our deal… There’s no incentive for WEA to do 
a deal like this, because they don’t make any money off a pick, 
pack, and ship service. I added this into my negotiations with 
the Doghouse deal.” 

Jason White, General Manager, LMMG Distribution
“The original PPS deal with WEA had a lot of fair points. A deal 

did not do anything such as sales and marketing of releases. The 
point/fee system in place for it on sales was not so favorable, 
which I suppose is typical fashion when dealing with a giant 
like Warner. Although, that end was not ideal.”

Che Brooks, Sales/Marketing Manager, LMMG Distribution
“Dirk worked a pick, pack, and ship deal with a warehouse 

the way Lumberjack used to, using Navarre Distribution).”

In late 2004/early 2005, Doghouse Records became a member 
of the Warner Music Group, entering into a development 
deal agreement with Warner for the distribution of some of 

its acts. Hemsath cited that after a band on Doghouse sold over 
10,000 units, the majors would swarm the bands. To avoid this, 
every year, he and Warner chose a couple of bands to jointly 
develop. From then on, Doghouse, Dirk’s label, was distributed 
by Lumberjack in a constricted capacity, releasing primarily 
re-issued LPs. 

Jason White, Returns Manager, LMMG
“Sure, the surface view of that was not the best thing ever. A 
lot of employees were never even told about it and found out 
by word of mouth or by seeing ADA (Alternative Distribution 
Alliance) new release books. However, the reasoning Dirk had 
behind it had some logic. Doghouse did a ‘full-servicing’ deal 
with WEA. This allowed Dirk to utilize Warner’s resources 

of that was not so cool, though.”

DISTRIBUTOR COMPETITION 
AND THE STATE OF MUSIC SALES, 2005

In early 2005, Universal Music & Video Distribution unveiled 
its self-titled “indie distribution arm” Fontana. It joined other 
“indie” arms of distributors: Warner-owned Alternative 

Distribution Alliance, Sony/BMG-owned RED, and EMI-owned 
Caroline. LMMG fell in line with independent companies 
closely associated to major media multinationals with its 
contracts and loans with Warner.

2005 also proved to be a trying time for the music industry. 
According to the Recording Industry Association of America’s 
(RIAA) 2005 year-end statistics, CD sales dropped 8% in one 
year. The combined average of sales of vinyl LPs, EPs, and 
singles dropped 30% from the previous year. However, the 
sales of digital downloads were emerging as a viable source 
of income. Single song purchases jumped almost 164%, and 
album downloads escalated just shy of 200% over the previous 
year. There was an undeniable sea change in how people 
were purchasing music.

Against that backdrop of statistics, it didn’t seem to be the 
best time to get into the game as a distributor of anything but 
digital music.

THE EARLY DAYS OF LMMG, 2005

Patrick Boissel, Bomp/Alive Records
“It was pretty obvious to everyone that there were problems 

the rent of the offices in Sacramento was not being paid. 
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Then one of the checks they sent us bounced. That was just the 
first six months.”

Che Brooks, Sales and Marketing Manager, LMMG Distribution
“What happened was Dirk thought this thing would be easier than 
it really was. He put a lot of things in place and bet his distribution 
business on it. As labels ditched us because they were A.) Uneasy with 
the new ownership. B.) Were being solicited by other competitors 
who wanted to pick on our transition period as weakness and told 
a lot of untruths and offered up large amounts of money to leave 

left for other distributors. 
“When we lost all of this revenue in 2005, Dirk had to remove 

his brother, himself, his sister-in-law, and his wife so that they could 
eliminate some payroll and because he realized—my guess is—that 
his heart wasn’t in it anymore. 2005 was the single hardest year I had 
ever dealt with on a business label. To see people you busted your 
ass for leave us week after week for competitors—not understanding 
the consequences—was awful. Add in all of the employees who quit 
week after week, and it became less enjoyable to work there. 

it as a chance to move up with the likes of Redeye and become a big 
player. He just didn’t think it through as much as he should have and, 
after a year, he was done with it all.”

Jason White, Returns Manager, LMMG 

I was a buyer at a record store in Toledo and my sales rep, Lori Stout, 

but I ended up general manager for the last eight months of my 

As I got to know Dirk Hemsath, I felt he was very chill and respectful 

frustration and small arguments, but, overall, I think we got along 

at times, or in certain situations. I do think this improved over time 
with me, but I wish he would have been much more communicative 
with the labels and other staff members. I understand he had other 

of people.”

RENEGOTIATED WARNER CONTRACTS, 2006

Dbetween LMMG and Warner Brothers was renegotiated 
in late 2006 in an effort to secure more loans. Again, LMMG 

didn’t legally have to notify the labels under their umbrella of these 
changes in the contract, which were increasingly more prohibitive to 
the labels distributed by them. When records were sold, Warner did 
the collections for the sales. Warner also slipped in a “gross fees” 

clause, which meant they could charge back their total hours for work 
done and multiply that by “industry-standard billing rates.” Reading 
between the lines, it gave Warner more opportunity to include many 
hard-to-trace, hard-to-refute, expensively paid employee work into 
bills they were handing over to LMMG. LMMG, in turn, passed these 
charges onto its labels.

Jason White, General Manager, LMMG Distribution
“It was not until the expanded PPS deal in December 2006 that labels 
should have had major concerns on the royalty system. In terms of 
the fees/royalties, let’s just say my strong advice to anyone in this 
business is never let the term ‘gross fees’ sit in your contract.

“Two revisions were made to the WEA deal after the original one. 

delivery. Neither was smart for the long term and it hurt the distributed 
labels, if you really look at it.

of direct domestic distribution, a poor choice to get some loans! WEA 

picture. Sure, they lost a fair amount of money in unpaid loans in the 
end, but they made far more in distribution fees over the years.”

Che Brooks, Sales/Marketing Manager, LMMG Distribution
“In order to get Lumberjack Distribution into bigger outlets like 

bring talent to Warner through Doghouse and act as a sort of A&R 
(artist and repertoire) test ground, giving them new acts they could 
eventually take and develop. 

“What really sucked was by taking this deal and his label away 

and it weakened us further. Doghouse was no longer a part of 
Lumberjack for the past two years (2007-2009). I think Doghouse 
had to go to WEA as part of the pick, pack, and ship agreement for his 
distribution company. Otherwise, why would they want us? We were 
small time compared to ADA, Ryko, and TVT, other companies they 

Matt Rudzinski, Tribunal Records

loans to expand the business and we lost tons of money, so much so 
that WEA eventually came to collect on him/us. We may not even have 

Ryan Canavan, Hex Records
“When Lumberjack decided they were going to start having labels 
send the majority of their stock to WEA, I thought this is really odd 
because WEA is owned by a major label and could probably care less 
about my records.”

“I UNDERSTAND HE HAD OTHER 
COMPANIES AND PRIORITIES, BUT 
LUMBERJACK WAS AN IMPORTANT 
THING TO A LOT OF PEOPLE.”

Jason White, General Manager, LMMG



Jason White, General Manager, LMMG Distribution

made that much cash in four years time, I could get by with 
never working again.”

THE CLOSURE OF THE SACRAMENTO 
WAREHOUSE 

On May 30, 2006, Lumberjack Mordam Music Group Inc. 
announced it completed the consolidation of Lumberjack 
and Mordam warehouses into a facility located in 

Sacramento, California. Seventeen months later, in October 
of 2007, the warehouse in Sacramento closed. To cut down 
on storage and shipping costs, LMMG requested that many 
labels either take back portions of their catalogs or have that 

consolidated into their Toledo location.

Ryan Canavan, Hex Records
“I think trying to manage the business from both Toledo and 

two warehouses in Toledo and California proved costly. Hence, 

warehouse. After they closed the California warehouse, labels 
were asked to send 70% of all new releases to WEA and 30% 

Lee Joseph, Dionysus Records

labels, which was a huge problem for me. I took two pallets 
of product, insisted they hang on to them a bit more than they 
wanted to, but they did. Unfortunately, I let them trash a lot 
of stuff.”

In 2006, Jade Tree, Death Wish, A-F, G.S.L., Level Plane, 
31G, Ace Fu, Load, Facedown, File 13, and other record 
labels left LMMG and entered into new distribution deals 

with other companies.

Darren Walters, Jade Tree Records

priorities straight. This was probably the biggest reason for us 
switching distributors and something that Jade Tree felt was 
made apparent once we decided to leave. Lots of false promises. 
Jade Tree left and went to Touch & Go. After the label made 

being said, there were some great people who were working at 

TIM HINSELY COMES TO LMMG AS COO, 2006

Early in 2006, Dirk Hemsath decided to unburden himself 
with the everyday operations of LMMG. He hired a 
chief operating officer, the executive responsible for 

the day-to-day management of a company. Tim Hinsley 
had a lengthy résumé of music industry jobs, working at 
distributors DNA, Valley Media, and more recently, Koch, 
where he’d been since November of 2001 as the vice 
president of acquisitions and development. Requests to 
Hinsley for an interview went unanswered.

Dirk Hemsath, CEO LMMG, via lumberjack.com
“I am more than happy to announce the hiring of Tim Hinsley 
as our new president and COO. I’ve known Tim for some 
years now and I’ve been impressed with his contributions 

I have similar visions of how we see both the music industry 
and also how a small- to mid-size distributor can compete in 
this current climate. Tim brings to the table a strong grasp 
of our industry, the marketplace, sales and marketing and, 

like Tim joining our team.”

Tim Hinsley via lumberjack.com

a great history with labels and artists, and I believe that this company 
is poised to do great things in the independent community.”

Dirk Hemsath, CEO LMMG

business even after I stepped down from running the day to day 
in 2006 to concentrate on my own label. Even after that I tried 

was not repaid, 2) Not paying my own label for a large amount 
of sales, and 3) working for the last three years with no pay; 
though I didn’t work day to day, I still spent a lot of time dealing 

Che Brooks, Sales/Marketing Manager, LMMG Distribution
“Bottom line, Dirk didn’t give a shit after about 2006. Once his 
wife (Emily Hemsath) moved out of the VP of sales role and 
Doghouse started to roll, Dirk was not even a part of anything 
we did. We maybe heard from him twice a year at the most. 
When labels dropped or things looked bleak, it was almost 
impossible to get him to respond.” 

Jason White, General Manager, LMMG Distribution
“Dirk being the one calling the shots? Yes and no, because I 
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after the merger, he made the choice to remove himself from the daily 
operations and a lot of executive decision-making for some time. He 
paid other people—way too generously—to run the company so he 
could devote his time elsewhere. During this time—late 2005/mid-

“Of course it was his responsibility to be aware of what was going 
on, so it is a shame that it took him so long to see what was going on 

seems as though he does not want to express that to a lot of people.

Tim Hinsley, 2006, via Indiehq.com to 
Virgil Dickerson, Suburban Home Records
“There has been a considerable downturn in the industry overall in 
the last couple of years. A lot of our labels are experiencing sales 

we can deal with large labels with diverse catalogs or the kid that 

what makes us different from everyone else out there. Physical 
sales are not going away any time soon, so it is important that you 
use the digital market to help the physical and vice versa. Having 
a distributor that can do both is crucial in developing artists and 
growing your label.

“We also have been implementing a lot of different sales and 
marketing plans at the indies, as well as online retailers such as 
Interpunk, Smartpunk, and Amazon… The fact that some retailers 

the fact that people still love music. You just have to be creative in the 
ways you get the music to them. Word of mouth is still the best way to 
sell records, especially at the indie level.

“It is crucial people keep starting bands and labels to get the 
music out there. Don’t believe everything that you read. The music 
industry is alive and kicking, it is just going through some changes. 
There will always be fans and there will always be people buying 
music. How that happens in the future is really not relevant. It is a 
great time to be an indie—which I have been all my life—so keep 
doing what you love.”

Tim Hinsley, , March, 2006
“The setup now is to take care of the chains and do a great job 
digitally.”

Che Brooks, Sales/Marketing Manager, LMMG Distribution
“Tim tried to broker some deal for Lumberjack into Ryko at the 
beginning of 2007, I believe, but it fell through.”

Ryan Canavan, Hex Records
“Tim Hinsley was hired after the merger as COO and to oversee 
most of the operations. Less than a year later, a mass e-mail was 

why was given.”

Che Brooks, Sales/Marketing Manager, LMMG Distribution

started going bad and WEA was seeing our sales shrink. It was on 
mutual terms, but I believe they did it for show to make it look like 
things were all his fault, even though he checked in and got word from 
Dirk all the time.”

Jason White, General Manager, LMMG Distribution

On Sept. 1, 2007, Tim Hinsley became the general manager of Super 
D Distribution.

THE STATE OF THE MUSIC INDUSTRY, 2007/2008

According to the RIAA’s 2008 year-end shipment statistics, CD 
sales continued to decline, this time 25% from the previous 
year. Surprisingly, for many industry executives, vinyl LP sales 

surged almost 125%, netting the most sales of this format since 1990. 
Digital downloads continued to climb 30% over the previous year and 
constituted just shy of a full third of all music shipments. Counter-
intuitively, the music industry’s total value decreased 18% from the 
previous year. Digital downloads—although they cannot be returned 
like physical product and do not have to be shipped using warehouses 
and fossil fuels—do have less markup and higher piracy rates.

Patrick Boissel, Alive/Bomp Records
“What seems to be disappearing is the corporate model of chain 
distribution.”

LMMG.com
“We expect 2008 to mark yet another quantum leap ahead both in 
terms of digital sales and in terms of the information and services 
we provide to our labels so that they may better manage their digital 
distribution strategies in this explosive new outlet for music.”

Ryan Canavan, Hex Records
“Lumberjack was supposed to work digital sales just like they 
did regular payment—a monthly check stating everything you 
sold. They were decent about this for a little bit and then started 
seriously lapsing.”

“MY STRONG ADVICE TO ANYONE 
IN THIS BUSINESS IS NEVER LET 
THE TERM ‘GROSS FEES’ SIT IN 
YOUR CONTRACT.”

Jason White, General Manager, LMMG





According to The Blade, Dirk and Emily Hemsath 
sold their house at 4553 Ginger Tr., Toledo, Ohio on 
September 14, 2007 for $320,000 and moved to New 

York City. In 2007, Dirk Hemsath started The Working Group 
Artist Management Company with his wife to administer 
artist management services: contract negotiations, artist 
relations, small business management, and physical and 
digital distribution. Although it is a separate company 
from Doghouse Records, it shares some of its New York-

also oversees a publishing branch called First Song Music 
Publishing, which is tightly tied in with Warner Music, often 
co-publishing songs with them.

www.doghouserecords.com, 2009
“Tired of record labels and artists being out for themselves? 
Us too! So we’re extending the family and on this page 

Doghouse works with enough to consider them family. They 

are committed to quality and community… it’s strictly about 
helping each other out in this growing-crazier-by-the-minute 
music and entertainment industry.”

Dirk Hemsath, Partner, The Working Group, December 2008, 
via www.digitalmusicnews.com
“Selling music product is becoming more about monetizing 
multiple formats and product lines into incremental sales and 
less about shipping physical product.”

With Dirk moving to New York City to focus 
on Doghouse and The Working Group 
while exploring new avenues and revenue 

streams in the music industry, LMMG employees 
were largely left to fend for themselves in Ohio. 
LMMG continued to sign new labels to its roster to 
help compensate for the loss of some of its largest 
sellers, yet its music sales were still in decline. Is 
this the foreshadowing of a business about to go 
down, or just temporary turbulence? 

Tune into Razorcake issue #54 for the second and 

Group Debacle.”

“THERE WILL ALWAYS BE FANS AND 
THERE WILL ALWAYS BE PEOPLE BUYING 
MUSIC. HOW THAT HAPPENS IN THE 
FUTURE IS REALLY NOT RELEVANT.”

Tim Hinsley, LMMG COO





Billups:
priority as a conduit for recording, or is it more about the live 

shows for you? Nobunny: I guess it’s pretty obvious that there are a lot of 
rock’n’roll fan. I go to shows and I like rock music. I take a 

lot more time and care and effort with the record, for sure. 

As for the live show, obviously, it would be good to play 

and be “on.”Billups: Do you shop for records much anymore?
Nobunny: I sold all my stuff, pretty much, about two years ago, 

including all my records. I bought a van with that money from 
listen to records again, at a friend’s house.
Billups: With all the musicians, drum machines, and other 
unorthodox variables, it seems like it might be quite an 
undertaking for you to make a record.Nobunny: Yeah, but the reason it goes so slow is that I’m pretty 

unorganized. We never practice. With switching the lineups, we 

never get to learn new songs too much because, as a group, I’ve 

got to teach them basics: Nobunny 101.
Billups:
on your music?Nobunny:style. I don’t think it would even sound that good if it wasn’t 

recorded like that. I love the whole West Virginia madman 
persona. I saw him when I was underage and we got to drink 

together and hang out. I blacked out and remember very little of 

it, but the pictures were really awesome and I remember he was 

very nice.Billups: Where was that?

Y ou are always little people when you enter the 
nightclub at the Hotel Congress in Tucson. Stripped of 

my bag, I am herded into a guarded area where people 

guilty of the crime of wanting a cocktail stand around staring 

at the bar. Through a large mesh net a milieu of underage 

onlookers occupies the space between the old farts and the 

performers. In front of me is a hole in the net, possibly the 

worst glory hole ever conceived. Instead of experimenting, 
handshake and await a glimpse of a person known only to me 

as Nobunny, a rock’n’roll masked marauder who performs in 

his underwear from behind a smelly rabbit mask. 
His album Love Visions is a unique blend of ‘50s- and ‘60s-

infused punk recorded using a large stable of musicians and 

an occasional drum machine. Tonight, Nobunny is backed by 

The Rock n Roll Adventure Kids, an awesome band in their 

own right. Devotion to the Ramones seeps through during 

the set when the lyrics for Nobunny’s “I Am a Girlfriend” 

are abandoned and replaced with the lyrics for “I Wanna Be 

Your Boyfriend.” The four burn through most of Love Visions, 

a few new songs, and a cover of Buddy Holly’s “It’s So 

Easy” as if they had been a solid line up since the beginning. 

Backed with a great band, the crowd is pleased and the man 

in the mask, who prefers to keep his life separate from that 

of Nobunny, disappears from the stage. This behavior could 

be seen as reclusive, but Nobunny is a strong performer and 

adept at performing with or without a band.
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Nobunny: That was in Chicago at Intuitive Art Gallery at an 
outsider music fest with him, Daniel Johnston and, I wanna say 
Wesley Willis, but I can’t say for sure.
Billups: Do you think the one-man band aspect of Hasil Adkins was 
a factor in what you do?
Nobunny:
funny because Hasil is always referred to as a one-man band. He 
certainly did what most people consider the traditional one-man 
band, but his one-man band is not so much in the recordings. They 
are tracked recordings. I’m assuming it is simple two tracks stepping 
(on the tracks) over and over, but it still counts as a bedroom project. 
That being said, I have still done it traditional, one-man band style. It 
makes it fun [whispers] and I like having control.
Billups:
of Love Visions.
Nobunny: The cover, while I certainly love the Ramones to death, I 
kinda feel like a lot of people give it a quick judgment (the Love
Visions 

in performance and entertainment, but I kinda wish I had done a 
different cover. 
Billups:

would expect a Ramones album to sound like, but the music on the 
album was sort of a new look at what I was already a fan of, in the 
same way the Ramones changed how people thought about ‘50s and 
‘60s music. I wonder if other people look at the cover and make snap 
judgments about Love Visions, thinking it’s a novelty record.
Nobunny: …or thinking that it’s a shitty Ramones rip-off or 
something. In some ways, I’m sure the cover did help. To some 
people it’s attractive; whereas to some, it’s probably a big turn off. 
The next one is slightly more classy.
Billups: You also cite Chuck Berry in your music. Does he have 

Nobunny: Just like thinking about Hasil, personality-wise, they are 
both characters. I like that he’s dirty. Have you seen Johnny B. Bad?
The porn?
Billups: No.
Nobunny: That’s special. I like his tunes and that he was going for a 
white market, playing rock’n’roll. He’s weird. So weird. The music 

Billups:
Clifton dynamic.

Nobunny: Yeah, whether they are the same person or not, I love that 

he’s still alive.
Billups: I’m really interested in that because you have mentioned 
keeping your up-front persona outside of yourself. Was it a 
conscious decision to mix the persona and the music?
Nobunny: Yeah, sort of. When I started, I wanted to be an Elvis 
impersonator, like an animal Elvis. But the mask, I’d been in a lot of 

Roctober Magazine I 

like what was on the cover of the Blank Dog record. I thought it was 
cool how they went into how it was a tradition in theater and 

for sure. Even, sometimes, when I’m actually not in the mood 
necessarily to go on stage. Sometimes, if I’m tired, or not feeling 
well, but, as cheesy as it sounds, when I put the mask on, I mean, 
I’m very well aware that I’m myself, but at the same time, it’s so 
much easier to get into character. I feel better.
Billups: Is it the same mask you have always used?
Nobunny: No, I’ve been through a bunch now. They’re harder to 

standard, crappy costume shop, or any decent costume shop. Now, 
no one seems to carry them.
Billups: [Laughing] Are you saying there is a shortage of bunny masks?
Nobunny:
bunch of Nobunnys for Halloween this year.
Billups: Do you have a Halloween costume that has your picture on 
the front of it?
Nobunny: Actually, I was talking to a guy in Sacramento who 
wanted to make old-style Ben Cooper brand masks. The popular, 
crappy, plastic ones. I was like, “Of course I would be interested in 
that.” That was one of the last things I collected, Ben Cooper masks. 
Billups: Not the latex ones, but…
Nobunny: They’re the really crappy plastic ones with the rubber band 
on the mask and a picture of who you’re supposed to be on your chest.
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Billups: I like that.
Nobunny: Yeah, they’re awesome.
Billups: I saw your Chic-A-Go-Go (a Chicago-based public access 
TV show where people are encouraged to come down and dance in 
costumes) appearance on video. I wanted to ask about it because it 
seems like a pretty wild program. Did you enjoy being on?
Nobunny: I think Chic-A-Go-Go is the best thing going in Chicago. 
I had heard about it for a long time. It’s produced by a husband and 
wife team, and he (Jake Austin) does Roctober Magazine. It’s so 
cool, so positive. A mix of people age wise. 
Billups: It was interesting seeing you perform among all the 
little kids that came down to dance. Did you get to interact with 
any of them?
Nobunny: Well, that was on December 31st, so I really didn’t have 
the excuse of being hung over from a New Year’s Eve party ‘cause 
it was New Year’s Eve-Eve. I had gone to see The Zero Boys and 

Chic-
A-Go-Go fairly early, on Sunday mornings usually. Yeah, so I went. 
I was so hung over. I was just excreting booze—coming out of 
every pore—just breathing it. And my friend and I went to this 
place called Sarcus where they have this sausage and onion 

stinky self. I really thought I was gonna drop dead on Chic-A-Go-
Go. Seriously, I felt really rough that day. But the show must go 
on. I used to dance on Chic-A-Go-Go.
Billups: So you’ve been on the show several times?
Nobunny: Yeah, I’ve been on a bunch of times. Actually, one time, 
not to give my unmasked self away, I won’t say exactly which 
person, but there is this crappy movie called The Big Bounce with

Leonard novel. It’s not a very good movie, honestly, but there’s a 

Wilson is looking through his window and he’s like, “What the hell 
is he watching?” and it’s an episode of Chic-A-Go-Go that I’m on.
Billups: Was it weird lip-synching to your own album?
Nobunny: Well, they played the wrong song. I wanted them to play 
a different song. I really don’t remember which, but, either way, I 
was sitting there waiting for it to start and “Chuck Berry Holiday” 
started. Yeah, the lip-synching, I barely remember. It was all kind of 
a blur. It’s actually really hot there, too, in the actual TV studio. It 
was rough.
Billups: You seem to take a different band almost every time you go 
on tour. Is that due to a certain necessity?
Nobunny:
vans. See, I was doing Nobunny so I could go with touring bands 
and have them back me up. The aforementioned van that I sold all 
my records for lasted only about six weeks, or something like that, 
and I had to sell it for peanuts. I didn’t have a car. Then I went on a 
tour with The Romance Novels, from Indiana. They drove me 
around and I did it one-man band style. After that, with the 

Then The Smith Westerners from Chicago backed me up. I guess I 

are along with Jason Testasecca, who is the only other permanent 
Nobunny member at this point.

Billups: Do you ever feel like your stage persona brings out any really 
weird fans? Do you have any stories about coping with people?
Nobunny: Some of the people react really strongly and bizarrely 
when I’m performing, for sure, which is good. The weirder the 

pour beer down my pants,  and spank me and stuff, not to go and say 
that it’s not okay to rip my clothes off and pour beer on me. It’s 
interesting that people seem to do things that they might not 
normally try to get away with. A lot of performers are not rolling 
around on stage in their underwear. At the same time—don’t know 
exactly what—but we’re taking a break and I expect the Nobunny 
show to change.
Billups: Really?
Nobunny: I’m kinda getting tired. To me, the idea was that I could 

wanna switch it up so people don’t say, “Aw, it’s some jerk in a 
bunny mask jumping around in his underwear. I’m not into it.” I 

little extra from just standing up there.
Billups: Do you ever feel that people latch on to the wrong thing 
about it?
Nobunny:
there, maybe. If I hear any things that are expectations, I wanna 
switch it up.
Billups: I think that’s important on some level. I would hate to see 
you get pigeonholed.
Nobunny:

and some won’t. We’ll see. It’s not actually done, so we’ll see what 
the hell happens. I don’t think it’s gonna sound anything like the 
other one.
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Billups: Are you shying away from the ‘50s and ‘60s pop 

agree.
Nobunny: I was gonna say less punk, but then this won’t get 
published in Razorcake. Perhaps less traditional guitar/bass/drums 
rock band style, I guess. Actually, perhaps even more ‘50s and ‘60s, 
because I wanna experiment more, still play rock’n’roll music 

Billups:
comes across very natural to me. I’m not usually into records with 
drum machines.
Nobunny:
Billups:
Nobunny:
my musical preferences is oldies and punk is where it’s at for me. I 
emphasize a lot of other stuff besides that, but, at the end of the day, 
I just love good oldies.
Billups: So, either way, there is a new album on the horizon?
Nobunny: I have started a couple of times. It’s kinda different 
‘cause I’ve never sat down to record an album. I’ve always recorded 
just a song at a time, when an idea would hit me or whatever. I don’t 
want it to sound as if I sat down and had one session. I want every 
song to be its own thing. There are obviously tons of great records 
that have a consistent sound, and that’s cool and all, but not for me. 
At least not right now. Not this record. I don’t know what the hell 
I’m doing with recording. I keep starting and I just don’t know… 
I’m the king of self sabotage.
Billups: Is there a story behind why you were reunited with your 
shoes recently?
Nobunny: I’m just an idiot. I got in the van without my shoes and 

after that. 

Billups:
Nobunny: No, thankfully our traveling bass player known as 
Bedroll Eddie is beyond prepared on that level. He brings extra 

and he still brought two guitars. And, of course, he had an extra 
pair of shoes.
Billups: I can’t believe he brings extra shoes.
Nobunny: I’m not making any of this up.
Billups: He really had an extra pair of shoes?
Nobunny: And an extra guitar amp.
Billups: Wow.
Nobunny: And he played bass.
Billups: You mentioned that you could picture Nobunny going 
beyond yourself. Do you really mean that, like, do you think you 
could hand the mask over one day?
Nobunny: Yeah. Absolutely. When this body drops dead, I 

are already a couple of Nobunnys that traipse around too, and 
know that if I die, that’s my dying wish for them to be doing it. The 
rest of the band changes all the time. Who’s to say Nobunny can’t 
change? And who’s to say who’s Nobunny. Nobunny is Nobunny. 

wasn’t gonna be, I’d be thrilled to know that Nobunny was going 
on without me somehow.
Billups: So there are people out there already in place to step to 
the front?
Nobunny: That happened recently where—and some people were 
aware that it was not the normal guy behind the Nobunny mask—
and, yeah, they were bummed and pissed that they had spent 
money on it and stuff. Even though most people from—I wasn’t 
there—but most people, from what I heard, were really entertained 
by it. Nobunny did a good job and Nobunny performed the 
Nobunny show. I guess he forgot some words and, you know, 
got a little taller.



DANA CURRAN



Tyler: Is it true that you guys played at a 
Discovery Zone (an entertainment facility 
featuring games and elaborate indoor 
mazes designed for young children) in 
New Haven?
Ginger: Well…no…no on a couple of levels. 
[laughs] It was a house called the Discovery 
Zone, but the show got moved. It actually 
got moved to a parking garage. We played 
in this tiny room underneath the ramp, in the 
parking garage.
Matt: At Yale, right?
Ginger: I think so… no, it wasn’t. I don’t 
think it was.
Matt: Are you sure? Where is Yale?
Ginger: It’s in that town. I just think this was 
at some community college or tech school.
Matt: We were just told that it got moved 
and that we had to go to a parking garage. We 
were given an intersection—that was not the 
correct intersection—as we were thinking, 
“Is this really gonna be a show?” We pulled 
up and it seemed pretty sketchy, but then it 
turned out pretty awesome.
Ginger: Yeah! It was a great show, but it was 
very confusing for a lot of reasons.
Tyler: That was when you were touring with 

Ginger: I guess we were touring with them. 
We did four shows with them. Sure! They 
were there. They showed up right when they 
had to play, too. They were super late, so 
all the bands played with us, basically, all 
waiting for them to get there. I don’t mean 
that in a “those rascally dudes” kind of way.
Tyler: Well, in all honesty, a lot of DIY bands 
tend to be kind of rascally.

Matt: We try our best to not be rascally.
Tyler:
of bills with bands that—not to say they’re 
not your scene—but you guys get called 
“pop punk” and you play with a lot of pop 
punk bands, but it’d be hard to describe 
your sound fairly as pop punk. Do you 
agree with that?
Ginger: Well, the thing we’ve found out is 
that when we play with punk bands, they’ll 
say we’re an indie rock band. When we play 
with indie rock bands, they say that we’re 
the punk band. If we play with hardcore 
bands, I guess that means we’re the pop 
punk band? I don’t know [laughs]. I’m 

Matt: We’ve kind of all grown up in the DIY 
punk scene and have just been playing that 
style of shows for so long. With this band, I 
think we all feel that it’s more, not to say, more 
professional, but more…what would you say, 

what I would think of as punk, in the way that 
I think about myself. I don’t necessarily think 
of myself as a punk that much anymore, but 
Good Luck still holds a lot of the same ideals 
to be true and important.
Tyler: How old are you now?
Matt: I’m twenty-three, about to be 
twenty-four. 
Ginger:
twenty-eight, though, so we’ve been around 
a little while. 
Tyler:
together prior to this band?
Ginger: None of us actually ever played 
music together prior to this band. We’d all 

sort of known each other for a while. I’d seen 

for a really long time. We knew each other, 
but we’d never played music together before 
this, at all.
Tyler: Were any of the songs, at least on Into
Lake Griffy,
for previous bands, or were they all written 
by the three of you?
Matt: Generally, we just write all of the 
music together. And then Ginger or I will 
take lyrics on. One of the Lake Griffy songs, 
“Stars are Exploding/Bringing Them Back to 
Life,” I just wrote that one one day, just kind 
of fast. I intended it to be a Good Luck song, 

adjusting it to be a Good Luck song, because 

it as a band.
Ginger: The simplest song was the hardest 

it, “Hey, here’s the song,” and we said “Aw, 
that song is awesome. We should try to play 

as a band for the longest time. Everybody 
would be unhappy with something about it 
for a really long time. And then we actually 
got to recording the album, thinking, “I’m 
sure it’ll sound good once we record it. Let’s 
just record it.” We did a quiet version, and 
said, “Let’s just try a version that’s slightly 
more rockin,” and—I don’t even know how 
the idea came up—that I should try to sing it, 

an outtake, or something. I had never tried to 
sing it before, and then we recorded it, and 
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Good Luck is a power pop trio, or a pop punk trio, or an indie rock trio, depending on who 
you ask. Honestly, all three of those styles and scenes could use more bands like Good Luck. 
Singer/guitarist Matt Tobey, singer/bassist Ginger Alford, and drummer Mike Harpring, Jr., 
are all virtuosic musicians, especially next to the scope of any of the scenes they traverse. 

One year after the release of their outstanding debut LP, Into Lake Griff y, both the record and 
the dynamic trio behind it are fi nally getting some of the recognition (and unbridled enthusiasm) 
they deserve. Th e songs twist, turn, smash, and chill over and over for about forty minutes, 
complete with a degree of chemistry that would make any power pop, pop punk, or indie band 
instantly jealous. Tobey and Alford, who split lead vocal duties, write clever, endlessly quotable, 
and—above all—human lyrics that are completely wistful and sentimental without being at all 
sappy or overblown. Put simply, Into Lake Griff y is one of the best pieces of music I’ve heard in 
a long time, and it has moved Good Luck in with their labelmates Hot Water Music as the best 
warm-weather, car-windows-down music I’ve heard. 

Matt Tobey cut his teeth as the drummer for his sister’s Plan-It-X band, Abe Froman, and 
continues doing solo acoustic work in the form of Matty Pop Chart. Ginger has been playing 
in various indie bands over the course of this decade, most recently as the singer/guitarist of 
Mississippi-based punkers One Reason. Harpring splits his time playing drums in both Good 
Luck and the Bloomington arty punk quintet Universe, having done an extensive tour with the 
latter this summer. Speaking with Ginger and Matt recently while Mike was traveling in Spain, 
it became clear to me that both are as excited about their current band as the legions of acolytes 
that Into Lake Griff y and eclectic touring have earned them. 
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thought “Oh, that’s kind of awesome! Why 
don’t we just use both versions on the album?” 
It was totally a spur of the moment idea to try 
that. And now I feel kind of bad because now, 
whenever we play it live, we play it with me 
singing it, just because it’s the live, rocking 

people think that I wrote this awesome song, 

Matt: It’s okay. I think you sing it better 
anyway.
Tyler: I would say the one where Ginger sings 

Into Lake Griffy, it makes a lot of sense. It ties 

suited toward the end of the album.
Matt:
it felt really powerful. A lot more powerful 

wrote it, it was an emotional song for me. 
You know, like, [imitates weeping sounds]. 
But hearing Ginger sing it and hearing her 
say “he” instead of “I” in the lyrics, it made it 
so I could listen to it objectively. 

Tyler: As someone who played drums, 

off when you guys are writing music?
Ginger: The funny thing about that is we all 
play the drums.
Matt: Yeah, we all play a lot of things. 

We’ll tell him some things to do on drums. 
Whatever makes the best possible song.
Ginger:
drummer than either of us. So, most of the 
time, he just plays something that I have 

feels that way. I feel like a lot of times when 
we’ll be writing a song, he’ll do something 

say, “Okay, that was just awesome. I have no 
idea what just happened.” 
Matt: It’s good to be able to appreciate that. 
Ginger:
to do something that’s rhythm (in one place, 

schools us on drums, so I don’t think it’s too 
much of an issue.

Tyler:

burst out laughing]. It seems like every indie 
band has that “Oh, we did that thirty times and 
couldn’t get it right” story where they couldn’t 
decide what they wanted to do.
Ginger: You have no idea. The entire record 
is that. Things were done many, many times 

Matt: In particular, the song “Sleep with No 
Bad Dreams”…
Ginger: Oh my god.
Matt: We recorded it so many times, and 

recorded us and is an amazing engineer, said, 
“You know guys, I’ve got this one. Just leave the 
room for a few.” So we left the room for a half an 
hour and we came back. It was just perfect.
Ginger: He just took all the good parts of the 
song and stuck them together as one track. 
I mean, it can get really frustrating, too. I 

great drummer. Just don’t worry about it.”
Matt: I used to feel like you had to do it all 

I’m more of the camp that you know you 
can do it, and you want to make the best-
sounding recording that you can of it, that 
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everything gets played correctly. You know 
that you can do it, so if it takes a bunch of 
tries to get the actual, perfect “take,” then I 
think it’s worth it.
Tyler: What about Lake Griffy is so special?
Ginger: It’s a lake that’s just right outside 
of town that we all go to pretty often. They 
have hiking trails, a dog park, and you can 
rent canoes. It’s just a really nice place to 
hang out.
Matt: You can bike there from anywhere in 
town. It’s really close. You can go out there 
any old day.
Ginger: I think it’s really cool, too, because 
I think we’re really into playing around 
Bloomington and meeting other musicians. 
People are pretty stoked to hear songs that 

we’ve gotten a really good reaction from 
people who live in town who think it’s cool 
that we named our album after Lake Griffy.
Tyler: That’s kind of like when Dead 

Rock Girl” and it became a hit. All the Philly 
kids got excited. “Oh yeah! Zipperhead! I’ve 
been there before!”
Ginger: I don’t even know what Zipperhead 
is. What is that?
Tyler: It was basically a punk clothing store 
that had a record shop upstairs. I saw it on 
South Street in Philly and freaked out. When 

Talcum play a show in DC, he told me that 
it’s not there anymore. So, I guess it’s cool 
that at least Lake Griffy will always be there. 
It’s not this thing that’s going to get driven 
out by big business.
Ginger: And it’s funny too, because we’ve 
met a lot of people who say that. Recently, 
somebody asked me if it was an imaginary 
place. They came up to me after a show 
and they thought it was a fictional account 
or something!
Tyler:
little fantastic?
Ginger: The cover doesn’t actually look that 
much like what Lake Griffy looks like.
Matt:
lake and took all these pictures that we were 
going to piece together, but it just wound up 
looking stupid. So we decided we were going 
to make the cover a little more abstract. 
Tyler:
the three of you at Camden Yards. Are you 
big baseball fans?
Matt: Not so much now, but I grew up loving 

Tyler: I assume it was the Tigers?
Matt: Yeah, the Tigers. I went to a lot of 

night game at Camden Yards (on April 8, 
1992). We took a trip to Baltimore. I don’t 

it was a little deeper or something [laughs]. 
But, I love going to baseball games, and I 

true, Ginger?
Ginger: I enjoy that. I had a great time!
Matt: Our friend, Ben Epstein, who plays in 

for the Orioles. He’s one of three people 

who does the videos for the JumboTron. We 
played in Baltimore, and he said he could 
get us tickets for the game the next day. So 
we went to the game. He said he was going 
to have someone meet us with the tickets, 
and someone came down, saying, “Here, I 
got your tickets. They’re box suites!” So, 
we got to sit in those little private boxes. 
It was kind of crazy. He put us up on the 
JumboTron and everything. 
Ginger: We had three TVs to ourselves. It 
was really crazy, almost like a hotel room, 
skybox thing. It was funny because there 
were some people in the skybox next to us 

band, and they had brought their girlfriends 
and some of their kids with them. They were 
talking about their gigs. They all had spiked 
hair and stuff. It was cool.
Tyler: I was going to ask if any of them had 
cornrows or not.
Ginger: No they had, like, frosted tips. They 
looked pretty good.
Tyler: Baltimore’s a pretty strange place 
like that. It seems like you guys are one of 
the bands breaking out of Bloomington right 
now. What is the scene like there? I imagine 
pretty tight-knit.
Ginger: Oh, yeah. Everyone knows each 
other. The thing is Bloomington’s a pretty 
small town. The actual geographical size 
of it is pretty small, and the number of 
people in the music scene is pretty small. 
It’s a good music scene. We set up a lot of 
shows for touring bands, because we have 
a lot of friends that are in touring bands. 
They want to come to town, and we want 
them to come and play with us or whomever 
and get people to come see them, but in the 
summertime it gets really hard. It’s a college 
town here, so a lot of college students 
leave, which makes for a lot of the people 
who would come to shows. It’s really 

that writes to you. It becomes a problem, 

are like, “I’m gonna search for a band from 
Bloomington…” It’s great that it makes it 
that easy to communicate, but if you were 
to accommodate all of those bands, there 
would be about four shows a night! No one 
wants that, really, and we don’t really have 

people would ignore that, but coming from 
the DIY scene, where I’ve been putting 
together shows since I was about sixteen 
years old, I feel this compulsion that I’ve 
got to help as many bands as I can, but you 
get to this point where it’s like “enough.”
Matt: You get to the point where you’ve 
got to prioritize helping out people who’ve 
helped you in the past, people who have set 
up shows for you and that you’ve gotten 
to know over the years, over these random 
bands that you don’t know, and no one in 
your town knows. You’re going to feel bad 
about setting up a show for them and no 
one’s going to come. You have to try really 
hard to make a good show.
Ginger: Some of these bands could very 
well be great bands and you want them to 

have the chances to have people see them. 
But it’s not like we live in Philadelphia, 
where there are a bunch of different scenes 
and a bunch of different venues. We live in 
a town where, for lack of a better way to 
describe it, there’s about one “crowd” that 
will come out to these shows, and you can’t 
get those people to come out every night. 
So, it’s about being responsible, too. People 
need to be reasonable about how they book 
their tours and think about who’s coming 
out to see them.
Tyler: Have either of you toured Europe 
at all?
Ginger: I have not. 
Matt: I toured a couple of weeks one time 
in Germany.
Tyler:

Matt:

the German punks.
Ginger: I was actually supposed to go on 
tour in Europe. This was in my last band, 
One Reason. We had our tour all set up 

getting our passport papers filed, but we 
had enough time. At the time, everyone 

filed our passports in New Orleans. And 

while our passport papers were there. 
We basically got a letter saying “We lost 
all of your papers. You can re-file, but 
it’s going to take a long time.” So, we 
couldn’t go because we couldn’t get our 
passports on time.
Tyler: Wow, how many bands based outside 
of New Orleans had their entire tour derailed 

Ginger:
is one of the least sad, but it was a bummer. 
And we felt kind of stupid that that was the 
whole reason we couldn’t go.
Tyler: The show you did in DC that Jon 

of crust, political, and socialist-themed shows?
Ginger: Not very often.
Matt: That show came up because I’m really 

Levine Ensemble.
Tyler: Yeah, David (Spoonboy) is a really 
good guy. I think he’s worked harder than 
most anyone in the DC scene, as it is, for the 
past few years.
Matt:
Tyler: Your music doesn’t come off as 

messages in there, but I think unless I’m 
misinterpreting “Public Radio”…
Ginger: Oh, we’re big public radio fans, but…
Matt: That song is actually a love song. I 
used to never write love songs, and now I 

really seem like it, but it’s one of the most 
intense love songs I’ve ever written.
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Ginger:
like a post-love song than a love song, [Both 
laugh] Having been around you when you 
were at that phase…
Matt: You just don’t understand.
Tyler: What’s the general message of “Hey 

The line, “The ghosts of my family, still 
haunt me in my sleep/ I know they’re alive 
but it still scares the hell out of me” really 
nailed me.
Matt:
I was having a lot of dreams about members 
of my family being sick and dying, and 
I was there watching them. It was very 
strange and very surreal. And then I had one 
dream about my great grandma, who passed 
away about ten years ago. It was one of the 
most vivid dreams I’ve ever had. I dreamt 
I was staying at my Grandma’s house, and 
I remember getting up and walking around 
the house late, then suddenly seeing my 
cousin and running up to hug her. Then 
she turned into my dead grandmother, in 
my arms. I just kept on having these weird, 

really important to me, so I’m sure that has 

about that kind of stuff. 
Tyler: It seems like you’ve done as much 
as possible to use recyclable materials in the 
production of your record, including using 
recycled inks in the LP artwork. Do record 
pressing plants even do that, normally?
Ginger: Vegetable-based inks are what they 
use. It’s actually surprisingly easy to get that 
stuff. It makes us seems very “progressive” 
and “cool” to say that this is what we do, but 
it’s actually relatively easy. If you talk to the 
plant while you’re pressing it, you may have 
to spend a little bit more than whatever the 
cheapest deal is on pressing your record, but 
yeah, recycled paper stocks, the vegetable-
based inks, even the recycled trays, are quite 
common now. It’s just a matter of asking. Say 
that, “We want our stuff printed on the matte 

recycled. It was not even this big hassle. And 

it looks a lot more pleasing than a lot of the 
jewel cases and glossy paper that you would 
normally use. It’s kind of a no-brainer just to 
go for it and do something like that. I mean, 
we’re all pretty conscious of our personal 
impact on the world. I wouldn’t say that we’re 
an overtly political band, but we’re conscious 
people. Because that’s what you’ve got to start 
as—a conscious person more than a band that 
tells people how they need to think. I mean, 
I like lots of really political bands, but none 
of us are really too eloquent about speaking 
our mind on one particular issue. Also, I just 
think that since this is the one thing that we 
can really do, we might as well do it.
Tyler:
wind up putting out the vinyl?
Ginger: Well, we put out the CD ourselves 
because it made the most sense on a lot of 
fronts. We even considered just putting out 
the vinyl ourselves, too, but I feel that vinyl is 
more of a… now I really love vinyl, but I feel 
like it’s more of a collector’s thing or more of 
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cool. We have some friends who’ve put out 
stuff on No Idea, so we just wrote them and 
said we’d put out the CD and were wondering 
if they wanted to release it. By the way, that’s 
not something I’d recommend doing since 
I’m sure No Idea gets a million letters a day 
saying, “Hey! Here’s our record!” but it was 
that one time that the label actually wrote us 
back and said they actually liked the record a 
lot and were thinking about asking us anyway. 
That was remarkably easy. [laughs]
Tyler: It’s pretty neat, too, since I still 

obviously. How long have you lived in Guilty 
Pleasures house?
Ginger: It’ll be three years in August, and it’s 
actually where we are right now. I’m actually 
moving out. I’m getting a different place soon, 

you know, you’ve got to change some day.
Tyler: Did any of you move to Bloomington 
for school, or was it completely musical? 

Ginger:
before he went to school. It was all because 
we had been to Bloomington a lot—and liked 
it—and just wanted to live here.
Matt: I’m actually starting school at the end 
of August, so that’ll make it about six years 
after I moved here [laughs].
Tyler: So, in other words, you guys may not 
be touring for a little while?
Matt: We’ll do what we can. We have to 

Tyler: Are you looking to start performing 

Matt: Since it’s just me, whenever I feel 
like doing it, I’ll do it. I haven’t really felt 
like doing it in a while. I wrote a couple of 
new songs recently, but we actually may turn 
them into Good Luck songs. I don’t plan on 
making another solo album for a while. It’s 
all pretty up in the air.
Ginger: It’s a really good song, so I’m trying 

Luck song. That’s my job for today.

DANA CURRAN
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     Although RVIVR’s recorded output is slim (barely two 7”s, although a full length is in the works for early next year), every song packs an agreeable punch. It’s melodic, and definitely pop punk, but not without some fangs. The strength of songwriting helps here, and their feats aren’t easy: managing urgency without a buzz saw, and measured, frenetic cascades that are tight instead of cacopho-nous. But at its core, the quality of the songs are incidental. Challenging, power-ful, full of conviction, a real alternative to the mainstream—these are all traits I’d rather find in the people behind the band more than the music, and RVIVR seem to agree. It all comes down to four friends who want to be doing nothing more than making it for themselves and finding hope in what they can. And what they can’t? They’re still trying. 
     The night after this interview, I returned to Olympia to take these pictures. As a thank you, I brought beer for them—lifted from my family reunion—but I couldn’t find the band. It was the last show of a local folk-punk favorite, and over two hun-dred kids had flooded the tiny house. Outside looked like a yard sale of Olympia personalities; I had to wade through countless Evergreen students and step over dozens of crusties and their dogs before I found anyone. When I did, Nell and I sat down on the lawn and cracked open a beer while right in front of us an oogle finished throwing up in the bushes and began yelling at his dog.      “Fucking CUNT!” he screamed. “You BITCH!”     People rolled their eyes and muttered. Some jaws dropped, but no one said anything at first. Setting down her beer, Nell yelled out loud and clear that while he was at this house, he was not to use oppressive or offensive language—basi-cally, drunk as he was, to think about what he was saying and how it might affect those around him. I had to turn my head; given the circumstances, it would have been in poor taste to be seen smiling. But damn it, I was proud, even relieved. Relieved that the interview the night before hadn’t been all talk. That these people weren’t just a projection of their rhetorical selves—they were the real deal. Also relieved to see such kindred ethics displayed in a pop punk band, because some-times I get tired of listening to hardcore. And when they launched into their set an hour later, I felt even better. But it wasn’t revelatory this time: I already owned the records. I knew the songs were great.
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Erica: Guitar, vocals
Kevin: Drums
Matt: Guitar, vocals
Nell: Bass

Dave: You all live, play, and tour together. 
How often do you want to kill each other?
Kevin: Surprising, but rarely. Not that there’s 

touring is easy.
Nell:

disagreements that we have very thoughtful 
conversations about, and they are resolved 
incredibly quickly. 
Erica: Overall, we value communication 
pretty highly.
Matt:
you’ve got to think about. When you’re 
living and touring and you’re spending a 
lot of time with people, you’ve got to think 
like, “Okay, how can I make this work?” 
You gotta value communication.
Dave: Do you ever fear that getting along 
well and living together makes you too much 
like Jefferson Airplane? 
Nell: I love Jefferson Airplane!
Dave: Are there any drastic differences 
between how the band is managed and how 
the house is managed?
Erica: We’re not managing anything.
Matt: That’s funny. We just had a band 
meeting a second ago. At one point it 
morphed into a house bill meeting and then 
came back out of it into a band meeting. 
Nell: I’d say the house works on less of a 
verbal level. We do talk about things at the 
house a lot, but I think that we are more 
conscious of talking about everything in 
the band. The house sort of works without 
doing that all of the time. So that’s kind 
of different. 
Matt: Yeah, and Joey lives here.
Dave: So, theoretically, if you were all 
in different bands, would you look to get 
different things out of your different bands? 
All: Yeah.
Erica: One hundred percent.
Dave: What would you look to get out of 
RVIVR as opposed to your “theoretical” 
other bands?
Nell: I feel like I think of RVIVR more as 
an entity unto itself. I’m willing to work 
in a certain way, or think in a certain way, 

something bigger than the four of us. It is it’s 
own thing that I feel like I honor and respect 
a lot, and am willing to make compromises 

that I wouldn’t for another band. 
Dave:
for Erica. What drew you to Olympia, and 
Erica, what drew you back?
Kevin: I used to live in California. I rode 
my bike to the Northwest and was bumming 
around Bellingham, and then accidentally 
joined a band on their tour. And they were 
from Olympia, so I was like, “I guess I’ll live 
in Olympia now.” And it really worked out 
well. I met a lot of cool people and played in 
a lot of bands. 

Nell: I was really sick of Philadelphia and 

to. When I came here, it met the physical 
criteria that I had come up with for where I 
wanted to live, as far as mountains and ocean 
and trees, but also a big community. I just got 
the sense that there were things going on that 
I would not be privy to unless I lived here, so 
I just moved here without knowing anybody. 
And it was a really good idea.
Matt: I was gonna move to Denver, and, 
instead, I came here to visit one of my 
friends for his birthday party. A band I was 
playing with in New York just broke up.  I 
didn’t really have anything to do. So I was 
here, and then I started playing in a band 
with him (Shorebirds), and that started going 
really well. Then I started playing in another 
band, and I was like, “This is pretty cool. I 
think I’m gonna chill out here for a while,” 
and then I just stayed. I never really wanted 
to leave. 
Erica: Well, I grew up here, and then went 
and lived in a couple other places and had a 
pretty all right time. But I like it here better. 
I like the people so much, and I like the 
trees, and the mountains, and the ocean, and 
I feel like I can do what I want to do with 
my life here in a way that makes me feel 
really good. 
Dave: How has the city proven different 
from your original perception of it?
Kevin:
thought it was so shitty. I was on tour with 
a band and we played a show downtown. It 
really, really sucked. And people talked about 
Olympia all the time, you know, and were 
like, “It’s so cool!” and I was like, “What is 
wrong with these people?” But then when I 
came back again, I really liked it.
Matt: I just feel like I’ve come to understand 
some of the weirder parts of it. Like, when 

you downtown. And I was like, “Why? I 
wanna say hi and have a conversation all the 
time.” Really, it’s just because everyone’s 
downtown. It’s a really small town and you 
see these people all the time. And sometimes 
you’re trying to do things, so you don’t have 
time to stop and chat, necessarily. 
Erica:
up here, I didn’t see a lot of the good 
things about Olympia. And then when I 
came back—I didn’t notice you can see 
all the way out to Puget Sound from the 
downtown bridges, and I didn’t notice that 

taking it for granted. You have to leave so 
you can come back and see those things. 
It’s interesting living in my hometown 
because I can see all the different Olympias 
that I’ve lived through, and the different 
communities that I’ve been in. As a kid, 
you look up to the cool kids, and they can 
be your idols. You can take that metaphor 
and put it into the bigger stuff, like with 
celebrity. There’s just people who have 
grown into these roles. 
We’re all capable of doing the coolest things 
that we were looking up to. Like, the people 

who I was looking up to, they’re just normal 
like how I am and how we all are.
Nell: I went through a process with it, and 
I’m still going through a process with it, 
like any relationship with a person. I met 
Olympia and I was so smitten and just in 
love—I thought it could do no wrong. And 
then I started to see all this stuff that I wasn’t 
so sure about, and…
Matt: It started raining every day…
Nell: And I felt like maybe I wasn’t so sure 
I had made the right decision, or maybe I 
should leave, you know? And then I worked 
through that, and got to a really comfortable, 
appreciative place with it. And I feel like I go 
through cycles with all those things, still; the 
same way that you would with a person that 
you were having a relationship with. 
Matt: So is Olympia your baby?
Nell: Olympia is my baby. Olympia is my 
boo…
Dave: Olympia has a reputation for being a 
little more radical, weird, or whatever than 
other cities. Some dismiss it as a disconnected, 
utopian style of living—is it?
Nell: Yes.
Erica: Yeah. I mean, it’s just really important 
to acknowledge that. Like that thing that I 
was saying earlier, about how you can really 
get the things done that you wanna do here, 

overhead here. And everything’s really close 
together. We’ve got lots of resources, and 
that makes it seem like you can really take on 
the world. But the world is still really fucked 
up. And I feel like it’s important to not forget 
that, and acknowledge that the world is still 
really fucked up, but then, also, you’ve gotta 
live your life, you know?
Matt: It’s really important to maintain 
your sanity. It’s easier to maintain your 
sanity here, I’ve found, than living in 
other places. Even in the sense that, it’s 
a city, but it’s more set up like a small 

the buildings, and the financial stress 
that comes with living in a city—and the 
crowds—that’s just how cities are. And 
there’s a part of me that really likes that 
and loves that about a city, but I’ve found 
living there, it freaked me out. I needed 
something more like this. 
Dave: What problems in the punk or radical 
community can you still not escape here? 
Nell: All of them.
Matt: That part is the same. You go to shows, 
people call you a faggot, you know, like the 
macho guys dancing…
Nell: There’s racism, there’s sexism, there’s 
drug problems, there’s relationship problems. 
Erica: We’ve got it all.
Matt: Yeah, it’s all here.
Dave: Also, Olympia has its fair share of 
assholes coming up to go to the bars. What’s 
the funniest insult that’s ever been hurled at 
you from a passing asshole?
Nell:
bike,” because they really meant that I had 
a nice bike. They just needed to call me a 
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Erica: Also in Olympia, you get yelled at 
out of cars in higher quantities than I’ve ever 
experienced. You walk down the street on a 
beautiful sunny day and suddenly someone’s 
yelling some bullshit at you, and you’re like, 
“What? I’m not even doing anything.”
Matt: Passive aggressive bullshit.
Erica: Yeah, it’s like, “Pull that car over 
and let’s talk about it,” or fight about it, 
or whatever.
Dave: How do you deal with the rain? Do 
you mind it, like it, hate it, feed off the 
gloomy vibes?
Nell: All of that.The rain, it’s hard. Sometimes 
you don’t want to go out and do stuff ‘cause 
it’s just so crappy and it’s a really penetrating, 
wet coldness. But also it’s what makes it so 
lush and beautiful. It’s the only place I’ve 
ever been where there are enormous pink 

wanting to go out that much makes people 
here do a lot of really cool stuff, like make 
really good houses and music. Even when I 

wish that it wasn’t like that. 
Erica: Those bad vibes are real, too. The lack 
of vitamin D is a serious thing, and there’s a 
lot of depression around here.
Matt: Yeah. It freaked me out. 
Dave: Where did the vowels in your band 
name go?
Matt: Good question. Have you looked at it? 
‘Cause there’s still one. [laughter]
Nell: The most common vowel in the English 
language relocated to Salt Lake City. 
Erica:
vowels out of our name. 
Dave:
things have you lived in? 
Kevin: Oh, trailers? Tents? But not really lived.
Erica: Didn’t you live in a van?
Kevin: I never really lived in a van. Not 
much, really.
Matt: I lived in basement one time.
Dave: But that’s still a house.
Matt: Oh, a boiler room is what I meant to say.
Nell: You also lived in a closet.
Dave: Okay, did a house of yours ever 
burn down?
Kevin: A house of mine once did burn down. 
What a weird question. I lived in a housing 
collective in Santa Cruz that, at the time, had 
like twenty-seven people in it.
Matt: I had no idea about this.
Kevin: Oh really? Yeah, it was a really 
sweet house that was surprisingly 
functional, sometimes. We were in a house 
meeting that we’d have every Sunday. I 
was sitting on one side of the room and 
there’s a window where you can see the 
neighbors’ shitty condos across the way, 

my friend Jeremy sitting next to me, “Hey, 

light.” And he was like, “What?” And then 
I said it again. Then there was this loud 
bang from upstairs and all these embers and 

exploding upstairs. Then someone stuck 
their head out the window and there were 

a panic, ran around in circles a little bit, 

there had been somebody upstairs. There’d 
been all this banging, but when you live 
with twenty-seven people you get used 
to having weird noises all the time. Like 
somebody’s wrestling upstairs during a 
meeting or something. So  he opened this 
door to a wall of smoke. Then we all ran 
outside. The cat was safe. The whole inside 
was ruined, but it got rebuilt, much to the 
neighbor’s disapproval.
Erica: Was it arson?
Kevin: It wasn’t arson. It was a really old 
house. It was built in the early 1900s and the 
electrical wiring was totally fucked. 
Dave:
Bicycle Collective. What is it?
Matt:
that runs out of Denver, Colorado, on the west 
side. They teach people how to build their 

loaner bikes. They’re basically a program for 
people in the neighborhood who might need 
transportation, who can’t afford a fancy bike, 
or just want to learn for themselves how to do 
it. It’s something I was a part of in 2003. It’s 
a really awesome, really cool program that is 
basically punk kids who moved into a house 
who were like, “We’re gonna become part of 
the community here,” and did a really good 
job about it and are still conscious of the 
fact that they are white people moving into 
a non-white community and are like, “Oh, 
we’re gonna be a part of this community.” 
And they’re helping by just hanging out 
with kids, by helping people build bikes. I 
think they’re really special. They’re really 
fantastic. The song on the 7” is kind of about 
that whole situation, and I think that they 
deserve money.
Erica: And attention for being a stand-up 
organization for constantly—even when it’s 

whether or not they’re living up to the values 
that they want to be promoting in the world.
Dave: Does it still run into the typical pitfalls 
of a punk collective?
Matt: Like burnout? There’s been a lot 
of burnout.
Dave: Any problems with the community?
Matt: Not really. While I was there, someone 
stole a bike and then the bike was brought 
back to the shop by people being like, “Did 
you steal that bike from them? Hey man, you 
can’t do that.” The city tried to kick them out, 
but they ended up getting a new space that 
was even bigger and still in the neighborhood, 
which was really cool, ‘cause they were just 
running it out of their house. And then the 
city kicked them out of there, and they just 
got a warehouse space. 
Dave: You changed the song on that record, 
“Derailer,” from its previous live incarnations 
by taking out the last set of lyrics. Was that 
out of respect for the community Derailer 
was a part of, or for other reasons?
Matt: Whoa. It’s cool that you know that. 
That’s a hard question. The lyrics to that 
part were about a kid who I worked with 
who died. Committed suicide. The song 

has kind of been around for a long time. I 
wrote it a long time ago, like three or four 
years ago. I feel like that’s one of the reasons 
it stayed with me: that part of it was about 
this kid who I worked with who was having 
a hard time, who ended up killing himself, 
which I thought was so unfortunate and sad 
and fucked up. I don’t know; it just didn’t 
feel right putting it on the recording. It felt 
more special to not put it on and just have 
that guitar part on there, and let it be known 
to those who know and those who want to 
know, that’s what that part is for. Sometimes 
I don’t sing it live either, it depends on…I 
don’t know what it depends on. 
Nell: You gotta feel it.
Matt: Yeah, it depends on how it feels at the 
show. Like, if I should sing this part about 
this person who died, or if I shouldn’t. I feel 
like it’s just out of respect for the dead, and 
respect for people who knew him, for his 
family and stuff. I felt like it’d be weird for 
me to be in this rock band going around and 
putting out this thing singing about a kid who 
died, you know? That’s just really, uh…
Dave: “Jeremy’s Spoken,” kind of.
Nell: It’s cool because I don’t sing at all in 
the band, but every time that part is sung or 
not sung, I totally agree that that’s the way it 
should be happening.
Matt: Yeah, cool. That means we’re on the 
same page. 
Dave: Are there any organizations in 
Olympia that are successful in the same 
way that Derailer was in integrating itself 
into the community?
Matt: It’s a really different type of situation. 
Do you want to talk about that, Erica? 
Erica: I mean, we do have EGYHOP (The 
Emma Goldman Youth and Homeless 
Outreach Project).
Nell: But it’s not integrated in the same way 
that Derailer is.
Erica: And I don’t think the purpose that 
it serves is based on as comprehensive of a 
foundation. And I don’t think that it is serving 
such a spread of communities as Derailer is. 
Matt: It’s just different because the projects 
on the west side of Denver, and a big city, are 
different than how Olympia is as a city.
Nell: Yeah. There’s no comparison. There 
are things like Derailer in Philadelphia, and 
they also would not work here. Things work 
differently in a small town than they do in a 
big city.
Erica: And I can’t think of a standout 
organization run by punks that’s stood the test 
of time, reaches out of the punk community, 
and is in Olympia. 
Matt: Especially to communities with people 
of color.
Erica: Or even communities that are of 
varied class.
Nell: What about Stonewall Youth?
Erica: Stonewall Youth is the fucking bomb, 
but it’s not the same. There are lots of cool 
organizations doing lots of cool shit in 
Olympia. But let’s say they’re different than 
Derailer. Stonewall Youth is an advocacy and 
resource organization for queer youth, and it 
has been going strong for maybe a decade. 



It brings gay/straight alliances into the high 
schools, which is so crucial. Normalizing 
queerness while people are going through 
their teenage years, I feel like that is 
revolutionary. Because then you can head off 
the bigotry of thinking that being gay or queer 
is anything besides a perfectly great way to be 
in the world. You can cut that off at the roots 
if you’ve got people in high school talking 
about it, unlearning the bullshit we learned 
from our parents about it being fucked up or 
wrong to be gay. Stonewall’s the bomb. 
Dave: Is there something you wish you could 

with your attempts?
Matt:
about a thing, in general. Or even a type of 
song, like, “I wanna write a fast song,” or, “I 
wanna write a slow song,” or, “I wanna write 
a song about how I fucking hate Christianity.” 
It just ends up like, okay, I’m gonna do it…
and then you just stop. Its more like, they just 
come. The songs just come as they are. 
[Everyone laughs, because of that Nirvana 
song.]
Dave: What is “The Color Song”?
Erica: I wrote “The Color Song.” I was 
thinking about some friends of mine…
Matt: This is like, Nardwuar style, man. This 
is so good.
Erica: Well, another cool thing that I really 
love about Olympia that I haven’t experienced 
in many other places is that there are lots of 
kids in the punk community. Or, people who 
are staying in our world and having kids, and 
raising their kids as they want to, but holding 
on to still going to shows if that’s what they 
want to do. Like, not partner up, have a kid, 
and then disappear, and you never see those 
friends again. I feel through that we get to 
know all these totally amazing little humans 
that are just blowing all of our minds all the 
time. And that song I wrote as a lullaby for 
some friends of mine named TxuTxo and 

Dave: Erica, what was the Infernal Noise 
Brigade?
Erica: The Infernal Noise Brigade was 
a totally amazing band that had rotating 
members from 1999 to 2007. It was basically 
a politically charged marching band with, at 

crazy percussive instruments welded out of 
weird bits and ends. I was only in it for a 
couple of years, but as a group, they played 
and we played, all over the world at political 
events. That band was so fucking fun. 
Sometimes it hurts to think about it. I wish 
that I could do it again and then—I’ve heard 
this from other people in the band—you can’t 
recreate the INB. You can’t start a marching 
band and have it be anything similar.
Dave: Infernal Noise Brigade was something 
that incorporated a lot of punk ideas and 
ethics, but took them to forums where you 
rarely saw punk bands performing, and if 
you did, it was a much different dynamic. 

or RVIVR? Or do they serve different but 
equally important functions?
Erica:

Dave: Do you feel like one was maybe 
accomplishing more?
Erica: I feel like they’re incomparable. 
Because with INB, we couldn’t decide we 
were in the mood to go bar hopping as a 
twenty-piece marching band and then drink 
all the free drinks we fucking wanted to and 
just be dancing on all these bar tables and 
blowing people’s minds and then going on to 
the next bar.
Matt: I do think that is a cool point you 
brought up, though, about the idea of a band 
sticking to one sort of punk venue thing, 
rather than play in weirder places. I really 
would love to play in weirder places with 
RVIVR or with any band. Like the other day, 
when we played that generator show, that 

Nell: Yeah. That was so awesome.
Matt:
generator show at 16th

BART station. And it was awesome. There 
were tons of people who would never go to a 
punk show, probably. 
Nell: Coming off the train from work, hanging 
out, dancing, driving by or whatever. 
Matt: That feels really good because that’s 
just, like, people. 
Erica: I feel like I picked a weak example 
because I picked the bar hopping thing.
Dave: Although that is the only time I ever 
saw you guys, walking down 4th Avenue one 
night in Seattle. I was like, “Oh, is there a 
protest or something?” Nope.
Erica: I feel like having this really loud, 
powerful unit and not being encumbered by 
amps and stuff like that—I mean, we played 
in protests and I have this memory of all of us 
getting arrested together and we’re still just 
fucking playing. We were crying and playing 
and looking out at everyone, ‘cause everybody 
was getting smushed in more and more by 
these fuckers that were cleaning the streets for 
the Republican National Convention in New 
York in 2004. We weren’t doing anything 
wrong. They were trying to sweep the streets 
and they did this big massive arrest. So it was 
us and hundreds of people getting more and 
more smushed. People were having panic 
attacks and they couldn’t breathe. There were 
bass drums on top of other instruments just 
trying to squeeze in and play the music. So 
much crying and looking at everybody with 
all this desperation in their eyes, and you 
can’t…that’s a different thing. That’s not a 
fucking punk show.
Dave:

had another band that reached a point where 
you said it was drawing a crowd that you 
didn’t really want to be a part of, one with a 
highly sexist element. Does RVIVR operate 
in certain ways to prevent something like that 
from happening? And how would you handle 
it if something similar happened?
Nell: We do operate in a way to prevent that 
from happening, which is that every fucking 
time it happens, we call it out as loud as we 
fucking can and let people know they are 
absolutely not permitted to behave that way 
to us or anybody else.

Erica: And we’re pissed! 
All: Yeah!
Nell: And the more we do that, the more 
people will get that they can’t do that. 
Matt: Also, that sort of thing happens as you 
get more people. The more people you get 
together, especially when booze is around, 
there’s more of a chance someone’s gonna 
be a fucking asshole. We played a thing this 
weekend with a lot of people there, and there 

took care of it. And everyone there took care 
of it, really. They kicked the guy out. I tried 

out of here.” Stuff like that is more likely to 
happen in that type of situation. I feel like the 
only difference is, I guess, back in the day 
for me, it wasn’t so much of a set out thing 
from the start. Whereas, kind of like what 
Nell said, with this band and right now in all 
of our lives, from the start that was how we 
all feel.
Nell: Not just about the band. That’s how 
we function in Olympia and in the house.  
Everyday accountability is so fucking 
important: holding people to incredibly high 
standards and ourselves to incredibly high 
standards. Not letting ourselves, our friends, 
our enemies, our casual acquaintances 
or encounters, do or say anything that’s 
detrimental to us or other people. 
Matt: Also doing it in a way to be able to say, 
“That shit’s not okay,” but then being able to be 
like, “This is why it’s not okay, now let’s talk 
about it.” Giving people a chance, giving all of 
us a chance to learn and be like, “This is how 
you need to treat other human beings.” I got in a 
weird altercation with a kid at a show ‘cause he 
said a weird thing at the end of that “Derailer” 
song, and I called him out about it. It got weird, 
and then we talked about it afterwards.
Nell: And then it got better. 
Matt: Yeah, he was like, “I’m sorry. I 
didn’t know.” And I was like, “It’s cool 
man. So, we had a problem. I’m glad 
we talked about it. Now you know I’m 
a human being too, even though I have a 
guitar and am playing music. You can’t 
treat me like shit.”
Dave: Nell, how was the weed brownie you 
ate last week after Underground Railroad 
To Candyland?
Erica: That was my weed brownie that my 
friend Tall Paul gave to me, and then Paul 
was so excited to meet Nell that he gave her 
my weed brownie. 
Nell: I don’t think it did anything.
Erica: You were so fucked up! At the end of 
the show when it was time to go, you said 
maybe Underground was gonna come to 
our house and then you stumbled in, and in 
front of everybody were like, “That weed 
brownie’s working.”
Nell: It came on really strong and then it 
like, instead of getting stronger and stronger, 
it kind of went away. Or, I drowned it in 
alcohol and couldn’t tell anymore.
Erica: Later, some of us drove to go try to 
swim in the phosphorescence out at Woodard 
Bay, which is this thing that happens in the 
summer that’s so fucking pretty.
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Dave: The stuff that turns you into Doctor 

Erica: Uh-huh. But the water was too 
shallow, so, basically, we just stood naked in 
the shallow mud for half an hour, and then 
drove home.
Dave: Were you on a pot brownie when you 
were in that Stereo Total music video?
Nell: No… 
[laughter]
Matt: Wait, what?
Nell: Yoko made a video for a photography 
and video class when we were in college, 
starring me. 
Erica: Oh my god. I wanna see this video!
Dave: I’ve heard two criticisms of you: 
“They weren’t weird enough,” and “Eh, 
Ringers were better.” Which do you agree 
with more?
Matt: Ringers were better.
Erica: Yeah. We are plenty weird. 
Dave: Okay, then what is something weird 
about you, to set the record straight?
[They all hem and haw trying to think of 
something weird.]
Erica: We just are so weird! We don’t even 
know how to answer that!
Dave: What is the worst scar on your bodies?
Kevin: I don’t have any scars, but I have this 

Nell: You don’t have any scars? I am covered 
in scars. 
Erica: I have this scar on my ankle. I was on 
a loner bike in Zagreb, Croatia, and I didn’t 
see these marble stairs coming and I was 
standing up and yelling at my friend. Then I 
just rode off the stairs and instead of falling 
off the bike my feet fell off the pedals and 
the pedals jabbed into the back of my ankle 
so fucking deep. I landed with my ass on the 
seat and kept rolling, just like, “Uh! So much 
pain!” And now I have this. It’s little but it’s 
really intense.
Nell: I don’t even know how to pick ‘cause I 
am covered in scars.
Dave: What about the scooter one?
Nell: Okay. One time I was locking up a 
scooter, not paying attention, and I was 
pushing it closer to the parking meter with my 
shin for some reason, and ended up pushing 
my shin against the tailpipe and literally 

bone. Then it got infected, and then I got 
drunk and fell asleep at a kickball game, and 
when I woke up there were maggots all over 
it. Then it wasn’t infected anymore. 
Erica:
Nell: It’s funny that you know all these 
things about me. I have this strange 
internet presence that I feel comes with 
going to art school. 
Dave: Erica, can you talk backwards?
Erica: Sey, I nac klat sdrawkcab ta eht pord 
fo a tah. 
Dave: Assuming you don’t live off the band, 
what do you do to make ends meet?
Erica: I need to get a job so badly right now.
Kevin: It’s surprising that we make ends meet.
Nell: I work. I’m a bicycle mechanic. 
Matt: I wash dishes.
Kevin: I do a tiny bit of babysitting and play 

shows with other bands that will sometimes 
play a weird wedding or something. Like a 
folk band that makes some money. 
Erica: I’ve been skating along being a temp 
worker at a café and sometimes getting paid 
to teach communication workshops. But I’m 
thinking about getting a real job. 
Dave:
happened to you on a bike trip?
Kevin: You know, I’ve been surprisingly 
lucky so far on bike trips. I’ve never even 
fallen off my bike. I break a lot of spokes, 
maybe as many as sixteen in a trip. But that’s  
over a month or so.
Dave:
Rumbletowne Records, which has released 
RVIVR 7”s and releases from a host of your 
other bands (and our friends’ bands). Have 
there been any drawbacks to self-releasing 
your records? 
Erica: No.
Matt: Not one.
Erica:
have all the power. All the resources are really 
easy. Really, the only hard one is money. If 

own records out. I think it’s awesome.
Matt: It’s one of the best decisions I ever 
made. I spent some time doing stuff on other 
labels and it went poorly. This is just so much 
better. You just have complete control.
Dave: You originally said you were going 
to put a “how to put out a record” guide on 
your webpage. What happened? Don’t want 
the competition?
Erica: No, that’s not competition, that’s the 
DIY ethic spreading. We’re both not very 
good at keeping the website up.
Nell: And we don’t have internet at the house.
Erica: If you walk to the corner and sit under 
a streetlight, you can get internet, but then 
you feel like your friends are going to bike 
by and be like, “Why the fuck are you using 
your computer outside?”
Nell: One of our distributor reps from the 
bike shop was in town the other day using his 
laptop in his car near a park and got arrested 
because someone called the cops and said 
that they thought he was jerking off to porn. 
But he was just placing an order for us.
Dave: Where do you get the old LP and 7” 
covers that you reuse?
Erica:
off of Craigslist, and Rainy Day Records in 
Olympia has donated record covers to us. I 
found some in a free box on the last tour. 
Nell: Someone just offered a bunch.
Matt: Yeah, and then didn’t come through. 
Sometimes people offer to give you them and 
then don’t.
Erica: It’s just like a scavenger way of living. 
You know you need a thing so you keep your 
eyes peeled and it comes to you.
Dave: Whose idea was it to change the lyric 
“down in city hall” to “shitty hall”?
Erica:
writing out the lyrics in the insert.
Dave: You’ve toured the normal way, and 
recently have done about four weeks of 
festivals, with some stops in between. Which 
way do you prefer?

All: Normal way.
Dave: And Erica, you helped plan one of the 

Erica: Yes.
Dave:
a festival?
Erica:
as a matter of fact.
Dave: Planning.
Erica:
But, really, it just was like booking a really 
big show, ‘cause it was one day, it was 
on our friend’s land in Southern Oregon, 

and Sylus, these people who run an amazing 
farm. They’re all activists who decided they 
wanted to lay down roots with the way that 
they were acting in the world. RVIVR came 
through there on tour, ‘cause we like to stop 
there, and they were like, “We should do a 
big fest this year!” and then we were like, 
“Yeah, yeah. Heard that before.”
Nell: And we’d been talking about it for 
almost three years.
Erica: This is also going back to that thing, 
of how you really can do whatever the hell 
you want, and there are not people who know 
more than you being able to do it. All we did 
was book the bands and arrange what kind 
of gear we were going to use. Joey, who 

Recording, he and I cobbled a PA together out 
of a house PA, and then some other speakers 
from around and other people’s houses. 
Matt: It taught me that you don’t need a 
bunch of shitty beer sponsors and dumb 
bouncers to have a good fest.
Dave: How were you trying to make it 
different from a normal music festival?
Erica: I don’t think we were trying to 
make it different from a normal musical 
festival. It was on a farm, it was outside, we 
weren’t sponsored, and the overhead besides 
everybody’s gas to get there was like, maybe 

sending them around. Plus the port-a-potties 
Kevin: No one was trying to make money. 
Just trying to have a fun party.
Nell: Because the setting was so beautiful, 
and because of the working farm, like farm 
animals and crops, it demanded respect of the 
place, which then carried over into everyone 
having lots of consciousness and respect for 
one another. 
Erica: If you’re talking about safe space, it felt 
like what we’re always talking about embodied. 
I didn’t hear anybody get called a faggot. I 
didn’t hear anybody being like, “Whoa, there’s 
a chick in that band!” It just felt good. That just 
felt natural, and then, in hindsight, we were just 
like, “Ahh.” All the things that we’re constantly 
running up against just didn’t happen, and that 
felt so good, and made me feel really fucking 
proud of my friends.
Matt: I’ve played a lot of shows in my life, 
and a lot of fests even, and this was like 
nothing I’ve ever done before, ever. Even 
though it was bands playing at an event, 
those parts were the same, but the feeling 
and the way it was run and what everyone 
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came away with, was very, very different in 
a way that I kind of have trouble explaining, 
but yeah.
Dave: How big was the budget for the “Life 

Nell: Probably like, ten dollars.
Matt: Was that the cereal?
Nell:
But I think we bought that weed. [laughter] 
Dave: What’s the most inappropriate time 
and place to be naked?
Erica: It is not inappropriate to be naked.
Nell:
by the cops.
Erica: I don’t want that quote to make it seem 
like…I don’t know. I fucking hate it when 
guys take their shirts off at shows. I’m just 
gonna say that. Put your fucking shirt on.
Dave: Erica, after the last Glue! Tour, you 
wrote that you met a lot of inspiring freaks 
who we’ll never hear about because their 
priorities aren’t in broadcasting over the 
internet. Care to give some examples?
Erica: When I wrote that, I was just 
thinking about kids in small towns. Like 

Orleans, which isn’t a small town but it 

doesn’t have a very big internet presence: 
people who are doing cool things and then 
not posting it on their blog or putting their 
pictures on the internet the next day. The 
point not being to broadcast to the world, 
but instead to do the cool thing in their 
town ‘cause it’s their town and that’s what 
they do. Not to say that the internet is a 
bad thing, necessarily, or that it’s not cool 
to put photos from the show up on the 
internet. But I just really appreciated that 
they’re just doing it to do it ‘cause that’s 
what they love, rather than to try and gain 
notoriety for it or have the whole world 
know that they’re doing it.
Dave: Okay, so the person addressed in your 

to know the difference between being “real” 
and being mean. What’s an example of the 
difference between the two?
[laughter]
Matt: That’s a really good question!
Erica: Being real? Okay, that sometimes 
it might sound mean, but you’re just being 
honest and harsh. And that is okay; in fact it’s 
a good way to be.
Dave: Can you give a concrete example?

Erica:
you, and instead of pussyfooting around, 
being like “Oh, I don’t wanna hurt their 
feelings…” instead you’re like, “Yo, 
you’re fucking with me! I’m just being 
honest.” But I don’t know about a real 
concrete example.
Nell: I would be being real if I was like, 

those pants look really fucking bad.”
Matt: I always thought of it in this 
opposite way where someone would be a 
complete piece of shit, like disrespectful 
or maybe taking up too much space, and 
you try to call them on it and they’re just 
like, “I’m just being real. I’m just a real 
person.” Using that, hiding behind their 
realness. But really they’re just being a 
dick and using that as an excuse.
Nell: Like when people are just sort of loose, 
and that’s like, you know, that’s “real.”
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Matt: What made you want to start a fanzine? 
Welly: Maximum
Rock’n’Roll. I saw the “Between the Lions” 
section with what was then the zine listings 
and had this epiphany moment where I 
realized that a magazine was something that 
you could do yourself, print it, and sell it. I 
had no idea what a fanzine was, and the issue 
of MRR I was holding was the only one I’d 
ever seen. I was interested in art and writing, 
so it made sense to me. I’d been making little 
illustrated story books since I was like nine 
or ten anyway, so it was a logical next step.
Matt: Why did you choose the name Artcore?
Welly: Again, I think it was that issue of 
MRR. I think it was an Illinois scene report 
where they referred to Naked Raygun as 
“Art-core.” I thought it accurately summed 
up what I was trying to do, even though 
I didn’t really know what that was at that 
point. I always saw the name as a reference to 
the artistic/graphic side of the hardcore scene 
rather than making arty, weird music. I’d 
been experimenting with graphics and print 
in school, so I saw it as a vehicle for that. 
It was some time later that a friend showed 

me yet another issue of MRR with Pushead’s 
“Artcore” article. I couldn’t believe it. I don’t 
know if he coined it, and if the reference I 
saw was from that—I have no idea—I just 
thought it was a killer name.
Matt: Why a zine, and not something more 
glamorous, like a band or even a record label? 
Welly: [laughs] Well, I did the band and all the 
rest of it years later, but, at that time, I didn’t 
know anyone who was into the same music. 
I’d discovered hardcore through a friend’s older 

Fresh Fruit album after I’d told my friend I was 
“looking for something” but I didn’t know what 
— something more intense and more political. 
Punk was banned in my family home as a kid. I 
had to sneak the radio off to listen to the Clash, 
and by the time I was in high school, the only 
kid I knew who was into punk listened to GBH 
and Exploited, and it did nothing for me. By 

them, I found out about all this other amazing 

would come up to me in school and get me to 
tell their friends what music I listened to. When 
I said “American Hardcore,” they’d all run off 

laughing. I guess they thought I was into porn 
or something. When I started the zine in January 
1986, I was one hundred percent innocent to 
what was going on. I just started to make this 
zine. It was really basic, as in shit, but I sent it 
in to MRR, saw it listed in “Between the Lions,” 
and then I had some orders. That was when I 
started to connect with people abroad, across the 
country, and even locally, where I met the two 
other people in my school who listened to this 
music. They were both three years above me.
Matt: I’ve noticed in the past couple issues that 
there is a bit of cynicism creeping in, at least in 
the reviews. Am I correct in thinking this? 
Welly: 
far as the reviews go, in the late ‘90s the whole 
thing changed. All these publicists came into 
the fray, and zines started calling themselves 
magazines. Suddenly, I started getting swamped 
in promo when the money came into the scene, 
whereas I must’ve received about half a dozen 

What really got me writing really harsh 
reviews was reading “one sheets” from 
publicists, telling me what to think with some 
outrageous claims about often shitty music. 

Music fanzines seem to be a dying breed these days,
which is strange and sad. The music is why we’re all here, right? So, why aren’t there 

more zines celebrating this? Where are the zines to discuss the ins and outs of punk 

rock, the music, and the ideas? The pages of photos, the editor’s personality, lettering 

by hand, tiny type, and all that make zines the incredible things they are and can be. 

The majority of zines at present are short stories, art portfolios, and things of that 

music, which is strange. For me, music zines, punk music zines in particular, can say 

Black Flag’s Damaged

, from Wales, is one of the last of the music zines from the ‘80s  that 

also of Four Letter Word,  documents all that is punk rock and hardcore 

it’s inspiring, just like a great punk band. 
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Then I’d get to read the mega-fanzines. All 
the reviews were ultra-positive, fawning shit 
because these people wanted all the free promo 
and advertising money they could get ‘cause it 
was the real reason they started making a zine 

get a career in rock journalism. I made it my 
mission to counteract this shit by turning my 
bullshit detector up and ripping into what I 
saw as a phony game that was undermining 
the scene. I got into the review slagging thing, 
and I get into the persona when I write them. 

By the end of a review session, I usually 
don’t want to listen to music for the rest of the 
day. I’ve got so burned out. Everything goes in 
the review box. Even stuff I may like doesn’t 
get played ‘til a review session. I’ve got to 

help, as it really grinds now. I don’t like zines 
where loads of people write reviews ‘cause 
you never really get to know what one person 
likes, whereas if I slagged something, you’d 
still know whether to check it out, ‘cause 
you’d know where I was coming from once 
you’ve read a handful of reviews. The whole 
game is really pathetic now. You see young 
bands on the internet: “We want to know what 
you think of our band.” Why? Who gives a 
shit what I think? I also like to aim reviews at 
the listeners. If something is soup of the day, 
the trendy people who listen to it will probably 
get a roasting too. [laughs]
Matt:
of shape is hardcore punk in these days? 
Obviously, a lot has changed over the years. 
What’s the good and the bad you see today? 
Welly: I’ve been trying to stay away from 
ranting in the zine about where things have 
been going, as it’s too easy to become one of 
these bitter old farts. I let rip in the latest issue, 

thing, you can’t really blame “the kids” for 
anything that’s changed; it’s just different. If 
we see things as fucked now, then it’s partially 
our fault, as we either sat back or dropped 
out, or we passed on our negatives and they 

in younger folk, this over-arching cynical 
bitterness, bordering on anti-punk. It could be 
learned behavior, where they’ve picked up on 
the old guard’s negativity and thought it must 
be punk rock to view everything negatively. 

There’s more to it than that though, but 
it’s hard to explain. I used to run a record shop 
too, so there’s interaction. I’m not just plucking 
shit out of nowhere. I just remember young 
bands being a lot more hopeful, and I’m not on 
about posicore cheese. I’m always reminded of 
bands like say Dissent or Iconoclast (Sylmar, 
CA), whose wide-eyed, almost naïve view of 
the world had an almost breathless quality. You 
could hear the youth in the music, the absolute 
conviction that music could change things. That 
all seems to have gone, or maybe I just got old. 

of punk music, or the gradual takeover of 
commerce has affected the personal goals of 
young people involved, and I wouldn’t want to 
speculate, as I’m not a young person anymore.

The single greatest negative I see now 
though is the splintering into subgenres. I 

just remember the whole of punk rock being 
one massive movement that felt like it had 
momentum, and where anything was fair 

ground, they may have had imitators, but 
it all still stayed within that macro scene. A 
hundred bands didn’t suddenly splinter off 

now, it would create this whole new sub-
scene where people only listened to bands 

Gazicore or some shit. 
Now it’s like watching death by a thousand 

cuts, where shit subdivides and subdivides. 

outside for others; people only listen to one 
kind of music based on bands who sound like 
one band. When a subgenre used to arrive, 
it was just a new facet of the bigger picture. 
Now, it seems to be a new genre altogether by 
which people can exclude or be excluded. 

Hardcore was never just music that aped 
New York 1988 or vegan metal in the ‘90s. It 
was all just punk rock. A point that’s missed, 
I think, is that hardcore in the ‘80s wasn’t a 
separate thing to anything else. Punk rock 
just became hardcore. If an old punk band 
was still playing in the ‘80s, they were still 
part of it. It didn’t suddenly mean they were 
a “street punk” band. Hardcore was the state 
of mind. Punk was the music.

You ask about positives, but I’m having 
trouble. There’s a lot of stuff that has remained 
intact from the old network and stuff that’s 
gone away, but I’m struggling to think of 
anything that’s been added, apart from 
fucking publicists and not being able to watch 
a band without a wall of cameras and phones 

has remained in place for anyone who wants 
to use it on their way up, as well as people 
who still believe in staying at the bottom. 

On one hand, any style of independent 
music can work within the network and call 
itself punk until it no longer needs to. Some 
people see this as an expansion of styles. I just 
think a lot of bands use the network because 
it’s the only thing to latch onto and hope for 
bigger things, ‘cause if they just went out 
there against the big boys with their indie rock 
or whatever, they’d get nowhere. It also adds 
a little street credibility to the Curriculum 
Vitae (The English version of the American 
“resumé punks.”). On the other hand, there are 
also the bands who want to be famous “punk” 
bands, who make it their mission to brown 
nose the right people to get on the right tours, 
or even work independently to get themselves 
on every gig of a tour, or strategic gigs and 
strategic fucking 7” releases on super limited 
pressings. Would anyone buy these records if 
they weren’t limited? It used to be the point to 
get your music out to as many people as you 
could, so you’d run 500 7”s ‘cause it was all 
the cash you could scrape together, and you’d 
sell them as cheap as possible ‘cause you just 
wanted to get rid of them and have people hear 
your band. In fact, our band is still in the same 
position, come to think of it. Not playing the 
game of the assholes will see us go out on a 
demo tape. I’ve always said that.

Matt: What you say about things splintering 
off into subgenres, and one of the goals of 
some new bands being to reach large crowds 
and possibly attain greater success reminds 
me of similar points made in two books on 
two different subjects I’ve read recently. The 

Blacklisted News, about the Yippie 
group that carried on into the ‘70s and ‘80s, 
talked about how the movement lost steam 
and started dying off when leftist groups 
splintered off and refused to work with one 
another, usually over irrelevant reasons. The 
second book, Pop Surf Culture, documents 
how surf culture has crept into the mainstream 
and created its own music, look, and movies. 

from this “underground” individual thing to 
something competitive and money driven, and 

a real sense of originality. 
Welly: Well, punk rock kind of developed in 
the thick of money and major labels though, 

underground movement until later, when it 

has changed. I just think the whole zeitgeist 
is completely different, and it is perceived 
a lot differently by someone coming into it 
today, than to what it actually was like. 

I mean, did anyone care about musical 
equipment back then? I never heard it talked 
about at all. Production? It was all about 
urgency with limited resources. It’s the old 
“necessity is the mother of invention” axiom. 

whereas now they just point and click and have 
these amazing visuals. It doesn’t always detract 

creator to the limit of their abilities? And all I 
hear people talk about now is their equipment 
and their production. Is that because punk and 
hardcore has just become “rock” that attracts 
people who would’ve just been into “rock” in 
the old days? I don’t know. 

I still have no idea what I’m supposed 
to be hearing when people talk about “bad” 
production. All those things that would’ve 
been considered “bad” on old recordings, is 
what gave them part of their charm. Bad Brains 
solos bursting in crudely on 4-track overdubs, 
whammy bar feedback on old New York 
hardcore recordings, over-the-top reverb on 
Inner Ear vocal tracks. It was all there because 
it was the only way to create the effect, whereas, 
now, you have generic rock production through 

it doesn’t sound like dense over-compressed 
super-rock, then it’s not good production. 

That’s the kind of thing I’m talking about. 
You’ll read all the books telling you it was 
Reagan and Thatcher about to push the button 
that set the scene for hardcore in the ‘80s, but it 
could happen anytime. Things are just as bad, 
if not worse now, but there’s no bands standing 
out and pushing things forward. Where’s your 

The “leading” bands now either give 
you some half-baked crypto-gimmick to sell 
rare records; sing about being fat, drunk, 



What got me writing really harsh 

telling me what to 
think with some outrageous

claims about often shitty music. 
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and bearded; or just go all out and sign to a 
mega corporation while singing about war. 
What always made punk rock so interesting 
was the fact that even if you scraped some 
cash together, the equipment you had and 
the studio you hired were still rudimentary 
and not a concern. You had to try that much 
harder to get good at your art. Just like when 

paper, you borrowed your mother’s fucking 
typewriter and you practiced trial and error 
with a Xerox machine. And it’s not about “We 

saying is, having only that, and not having a 
lighter, meant so much more to be able to light 

able to light the damn thing. Doing things “old 
school,” like cut and paste weren’t an option, 
they were the only things on offer. Now I really 
do sound like the old man, huh? [laughs]
Matt: Are blogs the downfall of zines, or are 
there no incredibly good bands and zines to 
motivate people? 
Welly: Does anyone actually read blogs? 
Zines have gone because the internet and 
gaming have sapped the creativity out of 
people, as well as some of the other stuff I’ve 
been talking about. There’s even older people 
I know who used to be creative, who now just 
play computer games or sit on the internet. I use 

marked a sea-change for underground music. 

gimme gimme gimme. Why be creative when 
you can plug in and switch off? 

Of course, there are good bands and zines 
out there for people to get motivated by; it just 
seems the emphasis has changed away from 
things like making zines to other stuff. Since 
the revival of the scene in about 2000, the trend 
has gone from people wanting to be a promoter, 
to wanting to be a photographer, to wanting to 
be a T-shirt printer. But zines have dropped 
off pretty much absolutely. People don’t even 
want to buy them. I’ve had to take out bigger 
distribution because its dropped off so much. 
It was either that or stop. The D.I.Y. scene just 
stopped supporting it. I really enjoy making the 
thing, obviously, but if no one is going to read 
it, what’s the point? If I didn’t have music with 
it, it wouldn’t sell at all. People are buying the 
last issue, which was just a mag, alongside the 
new one with the 7”. The last issue didn’t sell 
at all with no record. Basically, the downfall of 
zines has been that it’s become too easy to just 
be an observer. People are content with that and 
are too busy concentrating on which of their 
three bands will hit the big time if they can hit 
the right style at the right time.
Matt: Have there ever been records you’ve 
reviewed where later you’ve gone back and 
listened and suddenly asked, “What the hell 
was I thinking?”
Welly: There’s probably more I gave favorable 
reviews and later changed my mind, than the 
other way around. Giving something a bad 
review is not really something to worry about 
unless the band comes looking for you. [laughs] 
But giving something a good review carries 

more weight. But why would anyone care what 
I think? The reviews only really matter in that 
someone who’s read enough of my reviews can 

other stuff that I’ve said is good or bad. It’s a really 
arrogant thing to stand up there and think that 
your opinion is important enough for someone 
else to value it. That’s why I really go over the 
top in emphasizing how fucking right I am in the 
reviews, really embolden the arrogance and play 
up to it. Plus, I throw in as much humor, bullshit, 
and wind-ups as possible to throw people off. I 
just like having fun with it ‘cause it’s so damn 
boring. They’re punk rock reviews, and I’ve got 
no beard to stroke, so fuck it.
Matt: Has anyone ever confronted you in 
person about a bad review? 
Welly: 
confronted me once, but it wasn’t a big deal. 
Some shit stirrer at a gig had pointed me out 
and he came over. They were pretty famous for 
a local band too, almost mainstream, but I don’t 
want to get into it. His gripe was that I’d written 
that the band was middle class, student types. In 
reality, the review had said the band’s audience 
were middle class, student types, which led me 
to believe that he hadn’t read it at all, and the 
shit stirrer just had it in for me and used some 
poetic license to create the desired effect. 

On a similar note, we had a really bad 
review on one of those internet “fanzines” a 
few years back where the reviewer said he 
hated my vocals so much he wanted to punch 
me in the face every time he heard me. We were 
due to play their town, so we put in a request for 
their band to support, as we’d heard they were 
rich-kid conservative “punks.” As we knew 
the promoter, they got added to the bill. When 
they put two and two together, they cancelled. 
[laughs] I just wanted to give the guy the chance 
to punch me in the face, y’know? We always 
try to give the audience what they want. There’s 
just no interaction with the internet anymore. 
We like to address that issue. [laughs]
Matt: What keeps you from throwing in 
the towel? 
Welly: Sometimes I wonder when I’ll stop 
doing the zine or the band or design work, but 
it’s not something I ever entered into with the 
intention of stopping. A lot of people seem to 
like starting things just to stop them. “Look 
at me. I proved my point and now I’m giving 
up!” But I think you didn’t prove anything, 
you just gave up. It comes back to that old line 
about, “As long as it’s fun, I’ll keep doing it.” 

When a zine is done, I’m getting ideas for 
the next. I don’t sit around reading the last one. 
The fun is in creating something from scratch. 

and overcoming the design problems that you 
come across while doing it, it’s time to move 
on. Ultimately, this is what I do. Stopping is not 
an option, for now, at least. The stuff that the 
music has given me in my life is incredible, and 
part of the deal to me is to put something back, 

most of my ambitions through this music and 
that far outstrips anything you’re ever going to 
get out of the real world. I never understand it 
when people go out and try and make a career in 
the mainstream or whatever. You’re aiming too 

high. Just work on what you enjoy for yourself 
and if a few other people share your enthusiasm, 
then it’s a bonus. You’re never going to make 
it with the normals, so fuck it. Cut your own 
path and judge your achievements by your own 
standards and nobody else’s. Then you can only 
ever fail yourself.
Matt: How is it going with the record store? 
Welly: Well, I just recently quit! [laughs] I 
started it ‘cause there was a history of DIY punk 
record shops that goes back over twenty years 
in this city, and I believed every town should 
have one, like libraries. The social aspect of it 
was great. That was the big positive. Having 
people hang out on the weekend and put the 
world to rights was pretty rewarding in itself, 

The whole dynamic of how people want to 
consume music has changed. Ultimately, the 
shop got me out of the house and was a service 
for the few people who actually wanted it in 
the local music community. I kept it open for 
four years. It surpassed what had been done 
before here, so that was a bonus. 

With Damaged Records, we tried to cover 
the whole culture of punk rock and hardcore 
in a real way, so kids who may never have 
had the experience of a real record shop that 
sold vinyl could come in and get a taste of 
what it used to be like. Unfortunately, after 
the novelty wore off, “the kids” didn’t feel 
the same way, and the local support fell 
away. Coupled with the recession, I just 
couldn’t pay the rent anymore. I kept it going 
for as long as I could, but in the end I just got 
disillusioned with it. It really is an undeniable 
truth, that in South Wales people don’t want 
this kind of service anymore and would prefer 
eBay, downloading, just wearing this week’s 
T-shirt, or whatever. Onwards and upwards.
Matt: You say that being involved with 
this music, and the things it has given you, 
is incredible. In what ways? Doing the zine 
and playing in the band are major parts of 
your life and a large focus. Given the years, 
what has it done for you? 
Welly: Well, without discovering the ethos of 
punk and the doors it opens in the way you view 
the world, I would never have published my own 
magazine, released records, and toured foreign 
countries. I would never have been involved in 
a record shop, put on bands, designed record 

I guess, maybe, it’s taken for granted these 
days a little bit, but what you put in is what you 
get out. If I wasn’t the kind of person who was 
seeking this kind of music out way back then, 
my life could’ve been a lot different. I even 
ended up working a dead end job because it 
allows me to carry on with what I enjoy doing. 
I think some people work hard at their careers 
in the hope that one day they will be able to 
stop and do what they want to do. I see it the 
other way around. You’re not going to get to 
that point—it’s an illusion—and if you do, 
you’ll be old and maybe dead, so you might 
as well work hard at what you enjoy now. I 
always think people like that must believe in 
an afterlife or something, whereas I don’t like 
wasting my time. We don’t have very long in 





75

other stuff. That really stood out. Shawn of 

of C.O.C. all did this back in the old days, 

for me. Interviewing Beau of Avail in the 
back of a van circa late ‘90s was great, too, 
as the conversation went on for what seemed 
like hours, and then they blew the roof off the 
place. Getting to know more about the people 
involved is the point of it, so if you don’t get 
that, and just get the stock PR bullshit. It can 
ruin your interest in a band.
Matt: What’s next for you, and for Artcore?
Welly: 
goes to press. All the usual kind of stuff will be in 
there, and this issue has an enhanced CD! I like 
doing the music with the zine, as it’s a design 
challenge and gives it music as well as words, 
not to mention helping to sell the damn thing. 
Although bands today are spoilt for choice label-

on living for as long as possible and seeing 
my kids rapidly grow up, the band, putting on 
gigs, graphics, all of it. A friend pointed out 
recently that at forty, I am more active than 
ever, and I guess that’s true. Am I heading 
towards some kind of critical mass? Life is 
short and I don’t intend to waste it. 
Matt: Any parting words?
Welly: Parting words? You’re damn right! 
Anyone complaining about the state of 
underground music should make a zine. In fact, 

everything you’re interested in, and complain 
all you want about the state of underground 
music in print and not on some internet message 
board. Why? Because the lack of zines and the 
free fuckin’ press in punk rock now is a major 
reason why it’s so dull, mediocre, and lacking 
the self-evaluation required to forge new ideas 
and directions. What was it that Socrates 
dude said? “An unexamined life is not worth 
living”? Yeah, that pretty much sums it up. You 

been discussed here: www.fourletterword.org.
uk. Thanks for the coverage and your 
support Razorcake types!

Matt: Is there any particular criteria for the 
bands and individuals you interview in the 
pages of Artcore?
Welly: Yes, I have to like it or at least think the 
band has something to say. I usually try and 
get a band with a full length out—so I have a 
decent amount of graphic imagery to work 
with—and is maybe going to stick around for 
more than one EP, as is the trend now. If a band 
is good but has zero graphics, I probably won’t 
ask for an interview. That’s why I enjoy doing 
the old bands’ layouts, because I have their full 
discographies to choose from and can go all out 
to get all the best visuals to go with the text. In 
the past, I’ve pissed off some contributors due to 
saying no to bands I’m not into. Some of them 
stopped writing, but I can’t apologize for that. I’d 
feel like a fraud running a piece on a band I had 

the person making it. A zine is like a visual diary 
of your life. You can go back through the issues 
and it’s a good representation of what you were 
thinking, what was happening, and what music 
you were listening to at the time. I can’t go 
back and be wondering why I ran an article on 
something I’m not personally interested in. This 
is what sets zines apart from magazines. It’s not 
about the commerce; it’s about the content.
Matt:
Word these days? Did the boy band who used 
your name ever release a record after all the 
legal issues? 
Welly: Better than ever, to be honest. We’ve 
done three tours with the great Off With Their 
Heads in the last eighteen months, which 

been twenty-two members in eighteen years. 
We recently recorded our fourth album, with 

he’s done for all of them. It’s called Follow as 
the Crow Flies and is a split release between 
Boss Tuneage and Newest Industry, so it 
should be available everywhere. 

The boy band project collapsed not long after 
all the bullshit circa ten years ago, with nothing 
but some merchandise, which I only ever saw on 
the net. The trademark that their lawyers bought 
that nearly ruined us was abandoned a few years 
ago. That, I discovered accidentally on the net. 
Luckily, I’d just been given a bonus from work 
and snapped up the U.S. trademark for the name 

out all the paperwork during my crash course in 

I don’t care if people think that we’re being as 
bad as them by owning the right to the name. 
The way I see it, it’s a point of principle. That’s 
it, and I did it so it wouldn’t happen again. Plus, 
it meant our old label BYO could sell our stuff 
again and reinstate us in the history of the label, 
after all the money they ploughed into the band 

Matt:
any effect on how you approach the zine? 
Welly: Well, I’ve always made a point of 
giving us glowing reviews! [laughs] I’ve 
published a couple of our lengthy tour reports, 
which some may say is self publicity, but they 

the people making it, if they’re in a band, then 
that is part of their life, so it goes in. Plus, they 
are personal memories, so it’s great to have the 
excuse to have some nicely designed article 
about your travels. I’ve done three tour reports 
over the years and I got a lot of feedback, 
especially of the two in the ‘90s, which both 
covered two-month tours of the U.S. I hope to 
reprint them at some point, as people told me 
they found them to be inspirational.
Matt: Is there an interview you have done 
with any particular band or individual that 
later affected how you look at things? 
Welly: Yeah. Bands that don’t have the 
decency to give a decent answer to your 
questions. I dunno. You’d think they’d want 
the free publicity you are offering, but some 
bands are too—maybe spoilt—to bother. 
I guess I have the last laugh, though, as 
however bad, I will run it and make them 
look like tools. [laughs] It tends to be the 
bands who think they are going places.

There are other interviews I’ve done 
where I come away thinking they are such 
pricks that it permanently puts me off their 
music. I’m not naming any names here 
mind you. Then, there are other bands 

endlessly, and their passion shines through. 
These are the good interviews. Way back 
when, I would write my questions with my 
letter. Some bands would go to the trouble 
of reading them out and answering them on 

underground music should 
make a zine.



Adrian Salas
The Irrefutable List of Greatest 
Mind-Blowing Drumming 

5. Todd Trainer, Shellac – So 
heavy, but incredibly sparse at the 
same time. 
4. John Wright, Nomeansno 
– Jazz played as punk, or maybe 
the other way around.

imagine a cyborg would play 
drums like.
2. George Hurley - He seems 
genetically incapable of just 
playing straight 4/4.

The Record and Lucky Lehrer 
on the Circle Jerk’s Group Sex.
– Sheer perfection. (Runners up 
I’m throwing on – Dave Lombardo, 
Bill Stevenson, Tabor of the Widow 
Babies, Cissi of Those Dancing 

Amy Adoyzie
Stuff From Friends That Make Being 
Home Just a Little More Bearable 

Live at the Circle A LP

organic cotton, insanely soft 
neck warmer. 

soy chai tea. 

Aphid Peewit
Public Flipper Limited 

– Live 1980 – 1985
• Teenage Bottlerocket, 
They Came from the Shadows
• Anti-Nowhere League, 
The Punk Rock Anthology
• Reagan Youth, 
Punk Rock New York
• Old Skull, Get Outta School

Art Ettinger

Rage! Rebellion! CD
Life Sentence LP

• Jello Biafra And The 

Audacity of Hype LP
• Cocksparrer, 
Guilty As Charged 2009 LP

Sound the Speed of Light LP

Ben Snakepit
Top Five Music Blogs
1. cosmichearse.blogspot.com
2. icoulddietomorrow.blogspot.com
3. goodnightwhateveryouare.
blogspot.com
4. youandmeonajamboree.
blogspot.com
5. outofprintpunk.blogspot.com 
(although last time I tried to go 
here it was password protected)

Billups Allen
Top 5 Albums with Only Text on 
the Cover
1. Howling Wolf, This Is Howling 
Wolf’s Electric Guitar Record
2. The Sex Pistols, 
Never Mind the Bollocks
3. Black Sabbath, Master of Reality
4. The Cockney Rejects, 
Greatest Hits: Volume One
5. Talking Heads, 77

Chris Pepus
• Pierrot le fou
• Cléo de 5 à 7
• Fists in the Pocket DVD
• Tales of Ordinary Madness DVD
• The Riverboat Gamblers, 
making their St. Louis show after 
their van broke down (Lower 
Class Brats and the Humanoids 
also rocked)

Corrine Smida
Top 5 Shows of North Park 
Awesome Fast
• Cheap Girls
• Tiltwheel
• Sunnyside

• Dan Padilla

CT Terry
1. The Spits, IV and live
2. Raekwon “Only Built 4 Cuban 
Linx pt. 2”

4. Whatever Prince LP I’ve got on 
the turntable this week

Nightshade” in Burly Bird #2

Danny Martin
Top 5 “J” Artists

• John Gutmann
• Jim Phillips
• Jim Henson
• Joseph Beuys

Danny Spit

The Secondman’s Middle Stand
• At The Drive-In, 
Acrobatic Tenement

What If 
Someone Is Watching Their T.V.?
• Reigning Sound, 
Time Bomb High School

The
Messengers (Episode 3)

Daryl Gussin
Visibility Zero LP

• Shang-A-Lang, Sad Magic LP

Throw them to the Lions CD
• Peligro Social / TV Evangelists, 
split 7”
• Snuggle / No High 5s To 
Bullshit, split 7”

Dave Brainwreck
Five Steps to Achieve Inner Peace
1. Write: complaint letters to 
coffee companies
2. Walk: all over with a friend 
who loves trespassing
3. Listen: Dylan Bredeau / Dead 
Uncles split tape
4. Read: Seven Inches to Freedom
and Eduardo Galeano

least cops don’t pretend to be punk)

Designated Dale
Top Five Reasons to Love 
Chuck Berry

rock’n’roll music he laid down in 
the studio. No one since has even 
come close. 
2. His instantly recognizable, 
crazy-insane guitar technique that 
still inspires people to pick up a 
guitar to this day (all you Thunders 
advocates take notice here).
3. Thumbing his nose at the man 
pretty much his entire life. And 
yes, he continues to do so.

years back. Because he can. 

5. Chuck still at his tricks at eighty-
three years old. Here’s to Lemmy 
(who turns sixty-four this December 
24th) following in his footsteps.

Evan Katz
1. Baroness, Blue Record
2. Greymachine, Disconnected
3. Zombieland (movie)
4. A Serious Man (movie)
5. Dim Sum!

Mademoiselle Ever 
a.k.a “The Girl About Town”

1. Crucial Justice, Get in Line demo
2. The Hex Dispensers, 
Winchester Mystery House LP 
3. Leusemia, Self-titled LP
4. Oct.10 .2009 The day the Los 
Angeles Dodgers swept the St. Louis 
Cardinals and The Los Angeles 

5. Gar Ryness, aka “The Batting 
Stance Guy” on ESPN

Jake Shut
• Banner Pilot, Collapser
• Chooglin’, Sweet Time
• The Gateway District, Some
Days You Get the Thunder
• Pissed Jeans, King of Jeans
• The Reigning Sound, 
Love and Curses

Jeff Proctor
Top 5 Shows of Summer 2009
1. Dinosaur Jr w/Earthless @ the 
Casbah, San Diego
2. Digital Leather w/Earthmen 

Club, San Diego
3. The Spits w/Woven Bones @ 

4. The Spits w/Woven Bones @ 
the Bug Jar, Rochester, NY
5. The Spits w/Personal And The 

Jennifer Whiteford
1. Jenna Woginrich, 
Made from Scratch (book)

What I Talk About When I Talk 
About Running (book)
3. White Wires, Pretty Girl 7”
4. The super-wicked new record 
player I got for my birthday
5. Whip It (movie)

Jimmy Alvarado’s 
Scintillating Cinco
• Dale ‘n’ Yvonne’s wedding: 
Thee social event of the season, 

and congratulations to you both.

photographer: A man as 
(in)famous as he indeed leads a 

TOP FIVES
RAZORCAKE STAFF

Have ten beers and tell me 
those chords aren’t the same!



hectic life, but the photo ops are 
plenty and his fans rabid.
•  “Part-Time Punks” radio show on 

hours on a Thursday afternoon. 
• Video Disease, 
Make Me Pure 7” EP: Too damn 
short, but packs a punch.

First Time/
Barracuda 7”: An oldie, yes, but an 

single from Brady and the boys. 

Joe Dana
Top 5 Best Moments of North 
Park Awesome Fast
1. Being introduced to the Cheap 

everyone in my house.
2. Giving Ryan from Off With 
Their Heads a piggy back ride at 
the end of their set.
3. Dance Party to Rick James’ 

Radio Room in the Suburban 

5. I propose there be yet 
another volume to the three-
part Tiltwheel Interview. This 
time Todd interviews the Brady 
Brothers, Bearpaw and other San 
Diego legends and luminaries. 
(Bearpaw and the Cool Bus will 
be on the cover.)

Joe Evans III

Half-Baked CD-R

Hold On Dodge 7”
3. Patton Oswalt, 
My Weakness Is Strong CD/DVD
4. David Sedaris, 
When You Are Engulfed in Flames

American on Purpose

John Di Marco
Top 5 from North Park 
Awesome Fast

songs with Ritchie to a nervous 
hotel security. “You’ve got the 
wrong guys, man!”
4. Converting to Greek mythology 
at a poolside ceremony: “So many 
Gods to choose from!”
3. Confusing the Daves’ rhythm 
section by yelling the start of the 
wrong song. (Only remembered 
‘cause it’s captured on video. 
Have ten beers and tell me those 
chords aren’t the same!)
2. Singing Joe Lally songs with 
Replay, from coast to coast. Dave: 
“There aren’t many of us”
1. Half the bar cheering at the 
mention of “Joose”

Juan Espinosa
1. The Spits: IV LP
2. Statues: We’re Disparate EP
3. Young Governor: Hidden Love 12”

5. Dodgers game with Razorcake 

Kurt Morris
1. Always with the Christian 

2. Converge, Axe to Fall
The Treatment

4. Pelican, 
What We All Come to Need
5. Pelican, Ephemeral EP 

Lauren Measure
Top 5 Ways Music Barely 
Redeemed This Year for Me

and “Try This at Home”

last show in Brooklyn and 
excessive use of capo’s

our family reunion

Lisa Weiss
Records and Cassettes That 
Changed My Life Twenty-Five 
Years Ago This Month

Cambodia / Police Truck 12”
Brand New Age

3. Subhumans, 
The Day the Country Died
4. DOA, Bloodied but Unbowed
5. Honor Role, Judgment Day 7”

Matt Average
• Bare Wires, Let Down 7”
• Hellshock, anything and 
everything I can get my hands on
• Burial, Speed at Night 12” EP

• Nerveskade live at the Blvd., 
and Acid Attak EP

Mike Frame
Retribution CD

Homemade Ship CD
3. Psyched To Die, Year One CD
4. Visqueen, Message to Garcia CD
5. Takers, Weight, 
Lucero, new records

MP Johnson
• Alice in Chains, live
• Normandie / theStart, live
• In Defence, Into the Sewer CD
• Crank 2: High Voltage (movie)
• No Doubt, live

Nardwuar The Human Serviette
1. Jandek Portland Thursday CD
2. Los Yetis  Nadaismo A Go-Go! 
CD (Amazing 1966 Columbian 
garage rock!)
3. Garage Punk 66 Blog,
gasmusic.blogspot.com

4. B-lines, Burnt CDs  7” EP  
5. The Action, Complete Punk 
Recordings 1977-1978 
Ottawa, Ontario!)

Nighthawk
1. Baseball playoffs

3. Whiskey and water
4. Sanford and Son, Season 1 
on DVD
5. Riverdales, 
Storm the Streets on vinyl

Noah Kaplan
5 Bands I Can’t Stop Listening to
5. The Statues
4. Tin Armor
3. Cheap Girls
2. Underground Railroad 
To Candyland
1. The Sw!ms

Raymond Bailey
Top 5 Bands I Discovered ‘Cause 
of Razorcake
1. Ringers

3. Bananas

5. Busy Signals

Rene Navarro

2. Razorcake letting me make 
copies for free, because I can’t 
afford library prices.

person ever.
4. Reigning Sound, Love and Curses
5. John Steinbeck and the Los 
Angeles Public Libraries.

Rhythm Chicken
• The Blueheels, 
The Only Dance You Know CD
• The Jetty Boys, Self-titled LP
• Shellac, Live at Action Park LP
• Spotted Cow
• Blue-cheese burgers, medium rare

Ryan Gelatin
• Rad Company and Drunken 
Boat in James’s Garage
• Breaking Bad
• Johnny Ryan’s “Prison Pit” comic
• Uhm, Halloween? Sure.

Ryan Horky
1. Pegboy live at Liar’s Club, 
Chicago, 10/11/09
2. COC, Eye for An Eye LP
3. Wax, Hangin’ On 7”
4. Superchunk (just in general)

Chicago 10/10/09

Sean Koepenick
Top 5 hidden Gems on The Power 
of Negative Thinking Box Set By 
Jesus and Mary Chain
1. “Something I Can’t Have”

3. “Bo Diddley Is Jesus”
4. “New York City”
5. “Reverberation (Doubt)”

Naked Rob
KSCU 103.3FM / 

Pirate Cat Radio 87.9FM

(hardcore/punk)
2. Eddie Current Suppression 
Ring, Self-titled CD (rock/garage)

Different Day, 
Same Old Story CD (punk)
4. Doomriders, Darkness Comes 
Alive CD (Sick shit!)

Ganjahovahdose
(Loud and painful)

Steve Larder
1. Punch, Self-titled 12”
2. Cocksparrer, Here We Stand 12”
3. Endless Blockade, Demo 7”
4. J Church, 
The Precession of Simulacra 10”
5. Burning The Prospect / 
Bacchus, split 7”

Todd Taylor

that it existed and was great.
• Shitty Limits, 
Beware the Limits LP
• The Spits, IV LP
• The Gateway District, Some
Days You Get the Thunder LP
• Tenement, 
“Ice Pick” b/w “Summer St.” 7”

There Are No Answers LP
• Black Rainbow / Hidden Spots, 
split 7”

Ty Stranglehold
Top Five “K” Bands

Vincent Battilana
• Shang-A-Lang, RVIVR, Love 
Songs, Underground Railroad To 
Candyland, and The Bananas on 

• Shang-A-Lang, Sad Magic LP

Funny 7”

• Reading a new issue of 
Razorcake
over a year and a half without 
having read a lot of it as computer 

awesome experience!



ADAMS DAGGER: The Ripper: 7” EP
Straight-ahead punk rock with an 
‘80s OC feel to it—tempos not 
aiming for a land speed record, lyrics 
sung more than shouted, tongue-in-
cheek subject matter. When all’s said 
and done here, they do the job nicely. 
I’m sure the Babylonian Brotherhood 
will approve.—Jimmy Alvarado 

AFTER THE FALL: 
Presents Fort Orange: CD

Wreck-era Rise Against. It has that 
really fast and complex- sounding (but 
not really technical) skate punk type 
of thing going on. There’s a hint of the 
later Propaghandi too because of some 

this is kind of like No Trigger or Crime 

kick a fair amount of ass. As for the 
vocals… hmm, not bad but they lack 
oomph some times. Hard to describe 
how exactly, but it’s like they need a 
little more grit to really grab ahold. 
Lyrically, these guys seem to be pretty 
conscientious dudes, but the one line in 
the song “Thomas Philbrick,” where 
the dude sings “Do you remember that 

sore thumb and always ends up being 
the only thing I can remember. So this 
is actually pretty good modern melodic 
hardcore, but I just know this album 
is doomed to go down in my mind as 
“The CD where the guy gets really 

AGORAPHOBIC NOSEBLEED:
Agorapocalypse: CD
Wait. What happened to the drum 
machine? Don’t get me wrong. This 
album sounds great. Only, it sounds like 
Cattle Decapitation meets Spazz. The 
drums sound… real? Do I hear drum 
stick clicks? If you dig grind or super fast 
metal, this will pick you up and take you 
to the moon. But, I think I’m going to go 
back and listen to their earlier efforts when 
they sounded more like Agoraphobic 
Nosebleed and less like all the other 

AL SCORCH AND THE COLD DEAD 
HANDS: Self-titled: 7”

when you can’t tell if you’re playing 
something at the wrong speed. This one 
is at 33, and I thought for sure I had it 
on 45. Nope, Al Scorch just plays that 
banjo that fucking fast. Lightning-speed, 
sloppy folk punk songs about ninjas and 
liquor made of corn. At least, I think so. 
The lyrics insert was copied so barely as 
to be illegible, but I still loved all four 
tracks. –Sarah Shay (Half Day)

ALTERNATE ACTION: Thin Line: CD
It’s probably best that there isn’t a lyric 
sheet accompanying the otherwise 
above average oi-boy tuneage here, 
as nine times outta ten all lyrics in 
this subgenre manage to do is blight 
whatever work is put in musically. 
Based solely on the musical output 
here, these guys have put some obvious 
work in, with catchy hooks and odd 
little timing thingies to keep you on yer 
toes, scraggly sung/shouted vocals, and 
little guitar bits that occasionally recall 
the best musical bits of Skrewdriver 
without all that band’s bullshit baggage 
and moronic worldview in evidence, 
and enough zip in their delivery to 
come across like they at least mean 
what they’re on about. In all, not bad. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Longshot)

AMAZING TAILS: 
Happy Hour Unhappy Days: CD
AMAZING TAILS: 
Daydreams for Adults: CD
The Good: These two retrospective 
discs, covering what I’m guessing is 

of a couple of albums (one heretofore 
unreleased), assorted singles, and 
comp tracks, show a band with one 
helluva lot of talent both in songwriting 
and performance. The earliest stuff 
showcased here sounds like the output 

Slayer’s Dave Lombardo into bringing 
his double kick drums and need for 
speed along for the ride. As they go 
along the ride spread across both these 
discs, though, you can hear their sound 
morph until they end up sounding like 

right down to the crazy/droney/ringing 
chords and obscene hooks. I’m not 
kidding, kids, some of the songs here 
are fuggin’ gorgeous. The Bad: Totally 
a preference call, but as much as I’m 
agog over the songs themselves, I’m 
not so keen on the lead vocals, which 
sound to these ears like a weird cross 
between the worst aspects of Circle 

Wrap. The Ugly: An unfortunate cover 
of Cheap Trick’s “He’s a Whore,” 
which is one of those tunes you just 
shouldn’t fuck with. A little digging 
on the internet revealed that they’ve 
apparently reformed after breaking up 
in 1994, and despite my misgivings 
about the vocals, I’d recommend giving 
them, and these discs, a shot. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (sp-records.com)

AMERICAN STEEL: 
Dear Friends and Gentle Hearts: CD
“Emergency House Party” is an 
excellent, nearly perfect opening track. 
It really nails that enthusiastic “good 
stuff’s ahead” feel. The rest of the 

album is solid. Not quite as amazingly 
good as Destroy Their Future (One 
of my favorite albums of 2007), but 
really good nonetheless. To describe 
the sound, American Steel is like the 

fully aware that American Steel is 
the older band). Both bands ply their 
trade in clean and passionate vocals, 
distorted yet bright guitars, and great 

stands out in this album, aside from the 
great opening track, is the prominent 
use of “ass” in two different choruses 
(the songs “Tear the Place Apart” and 
“Your Ass Ain’t Laughing Now”). It’s 
weird to hear that word sang with so 
much conviction, not just in one, but 
two, songs. Second is that the opening 

a song by some indie rock band I can’t 
remember at the moment. I want to say 

a pretty good CD, but it’s kind of like 
Leave Home or Give ‘Em Enough Rope
in that it suffers from being not quite 
as mind blowing as the album that 
came before. I think, mostly, because 
the lyrics never quite click as well as 
in Destroy Their Futures. Still, this is 
a solid effort that’s better than most. 

ANDREA DORIA, THE: Champagne 
Dreams on a Beer Budget:  CD
This was a bit of a rollercoaster ride. 
It looks like a cheesy emo rock, and 
At The Drive-In kind of thing in both 
album cover and band name. Wait a 
minute... There are some downright 
hilarious song titles here... “No You 

Company Has a Very Strict Bro’s 
Before Ho’s Policy”?... Could I be 
wrong? I got my hopes up as I popped 
the disc in my computer. It looks like I 

is an emotion too, but it sure didn’t 
come across in anything but the song 
titles. –Ty Stranglehold (myspace.com/
theandreadoriaband)

ANGEL SLUTS, THE: 
Designer Heat: CD
Amped-up, dirty, blazing garage punk is 
what this band plays. This is a band that 
would have been very much at home 
on Junk Records a decade ago and on 
stage opening for the Candy Snatchers 

ANS: Pressure Cracks: CD

the crop of mid-‘80s crossover bands 
that leaned more towards the hardcore 

78

–Keith Rosson

"Essentially the sound of two robots repeatedly 
farting on each other.  Garbage."
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punk side of the spectrum. They usually 
stick around the mid-tempo area, but 
occasionally kick things into overdrive. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Tankcrimes)

ANTIBODIES: Are Here: 7”
This is a tough-sounding single from 
a tough-looking band. The Antibodies 
play burly mid-tempo punk rock with 
gruff vocals; four songs that reminded 
me of a slightly slowed down Bugs 
with odes to substance abuse and the 
epically titled “Penis Intravenous.” I 
am somewhat of a connoisseur of the 
gross, funny, and juvenile, so I think 
this is great! –Ty Stranglehold (Patac)

ASEETHE / SHORES OF THE TUNDRA: 
Split: 12” EP

on these songs: ambient metal that has 
a drive and enough low end to earn its 
heaviness. The songs are somewhat 
hypnotic with the repeating riffs, then 
there are the sounds that come washing 
over the buzzing distortion, providing 
another layer. Good stuff for putting 
on late, late at night, and pondering 
the past, present, and future. I could 

LP. Shores Of The Tundra, for some 
reason, don’t do much for me. They’re 
not horrible; it’s just not “my thing.” 

drum machines and other electronics. 
The songs pulse then explode with 
an almost epic feel, like something 
you would hear as the soundtrack for 

a movie set in a bleak future. Limited 
to 300 copies and packaged in a 
screen printed cover, so if this is your 

Credentials, scenecred.com)

BANNER PILOT: Collapser: LP
I can safely say that this is my 
absolute favorite record of 2009. I 
had incredibly high expectations for 
this LP after Resignation Day became 
a daily staple in my headphones, 
and Collapser completely surpassed 
any preconceived awesomeness I’d 
prepared myself for. The melodies are 
sweeter without venturing too far into 
“pop punk” territory, the production is 
slick-yet-vicious ala Off With Their 
Heads’ LP, the lyrics are personal and 
heart wrenching without even a hint of 
corniness. It’s pretty much everything 
I look for in a record of this genre. 
I honestly feel that Collapser is a 
benchmark in the post-Jawbreaker 
punk world. Banner Pilot have 
unquestionably set themselves apart 
from the gravelly voiced pop punk 
masses with what is, in my opinion, 
a near-perfect record. Unbelievable. 

BARE WIRES: Let Down: 7” 
Damn, this is a great single! These guys 
are power pop, garage, proto punk, 
and minimal; all mixed seamlessly 
into one package. Both songs on here, 

for Some Action,” are unbelievably 
catchy and instantly memorable. 
“Let Down” moves at a decent pace 

and the beat is steady and repetitive, 
in a good way. It gets a little noisy 
and boisterous towards the end, and 

this baby over, “Looking for Some 
Action,” brings the mood down a bit, 
but the energy is still there. It captures 
the mood of looking for some action; 
kind of hopeful, but knowing more 
than likely nothing is happening, for 
sure. They have a LP out now as well, 

Herpes. myspace.com/milknherpes)

BARRAKUDA MCMURDER: 
Slow Crawl: 7”
The lead singer of the Steinways 
recorded some stuff after the band 
parted ways. This 7” is the result. 
Simple, biting, and caustic tunes 
you’ve come to expect from Grath. 
Nothing under two minutes, either. 
How’s that for packing a punch on 
a 7”! And word has it his new band, 
House Boat, is going to have a full 
length soon. Oh boy! This 7” is great, 

(It’s Alive)

BATMAN AND ROBIN: 
My Hero Power Is My Moustache: 7”
Batman And Robin know and 
represent what white blues rock truly 
is… a joke. George Carlin had long 
called out the faux blues cats for what 
they are, and on this 7” this comical 

Hacker combines it with some 

bar blues riffage accompanying lyrics 

sung about precarious situations that 

themselves in on tracks such as “No 
Problem, I Have the Bat Belt” and 
“Unable to Speak after Drinking 
Whiskey.” If you’re into such novelties 
as limited pressings, a good laugh, and 
blues-based garage rock, then Batman 
And Robin can be your heroes. –N.L. 
Dewart (Bachelor)

BLACK RAINBOW / HIDDEN SPOTS:
Split: 7”
Hidden Spots: So fuckin’ posi that 
they make 7 Seconds sound like Earth 
Crisis. Lyrically, their two songs 
are like love letters to friends and 
family. It’s without guile. It’s straight-
forward: “I want more birthday parties 
and weddings / ‘cause I’m tired of 
funerals.” With bear-voice-sounding 
Eric Nelson as the throat, Buddha 
on guitar, and a rhythm section that 
sounds like a train rumblin’ down the 
tracks, these Chattanoogans are adding 
to their already impressive recorded 
catalog of humility, celebrations, and 
friendship. Black Rainbow: I’m not 
saying that an opera house of punk is 
even a good idea, but, if there ever was 
one and it didn’t suck, I’d elect Ivy 

wonderfully full, desperate, tuneful, 
and compassionate all at the same 
time; something we don’t come across 
all that often in these circles. New 
millennium East Bay punk with pop 
sensibilities, played with hard-to-deny 
conviction. –Todd (Starcleaner)



B-LINES: Self-titled: EP
Snotty punk rock that references bands 
like Angry Samoans, but not as clever 
or rocking. Don’t get me wrong, this 

punk type thing, really. Lyrics about 
being a social retard, the threat of 

know you can put this on and not bum 

recordsnominal.com)

BLOWTOPS: 64 Teeth: 7”
Imagine a schizophrenic, organ-infused 
musical jaunt that wails and wallows in 
nonsensical lyrical tantrums and you’d 
have what this two song 7” sounds like. 
It’s actually refreshing to step outside 
the power pop/ pop punk side of things 
where my ears spend most of their time. 

have that post, post punk mad scientist 
weirdness vibe to them. If you’re into 
Erase Errata or perhaps Black Black 

BOMB, THE: Speed Is Everything: CD
How often does it happen that a band 
makes a great record and then follows it 
up with a record that literally blows shit 
out of the water? Put this up against any 
release of recent memory and this one 
rises above by a mile. There are cool 
lyrical references all over this one, from 
The New York Dolls to The Damned. 
But, musically, the songs are held together 
by guitarist Jeff Dean, whose sonic 
onslaught here is most impressive. Pete 

bass lines offer him a fertile background 
to play with. They moonlight in another 

voice. Yes, you 
have the “whoa-whoa” factor here. But 
that’s not all. Check out the emotional 

“Not Christmas Night.” If you haven’t 
guessed yet, it is Jeff Pezzati, also of 
Naked Raygun. But this is not All Rise
II. These guys are their own separate deal 
without a doubt. Songs like “Spaceman” 
are going to put The Bomb into territory 
beyond the reach of mere mortals. 

(No Idea)

BOX ELDERS, THE: 
Alice and Friends: LP
This is one of the best records I have 
heard that puts into operation ‘50s pop 
sensibilities using overdriven vocals. 
“Palisades Park”-style keyboards and 
jangly, reverbed-out guitars make 
the songs lighthearted and jumpy. 
“Jackie Wood” opens the album and 
is a highlight of the mid-tempo songs. 
“Isabella” and “Cougars” appear later 
in the album and shift the sound into the 
pace of Teenage Shutdown-style ‘60s 
punk. The album is great, but I feel like 
they would be fun to see in a basement, 
particularly if it has a low ceiling and 
there was a danger of hitting your head 
on the ceiling. –Billups Allen (Goner)

BRUSHFIELD SPOTS: 3” CD-R
I’ll be honest: my knowledge of what 
constitutes a good noise band is nil. 

If I wanted to be generous with the 

sounds like two late-night college 
radio stations playing ambient noise 
stuff at the same time while some 
kid puts a fork in an electric pencil 
sharpener. Since I’m not feeling 
particularly generous, I’ll just say it’s 
funny how they felt the need to put 
song titles to what is essentially the 
sound of two robots repeatedly farting 

BUGS, THE: 
Barbaric Mystical Bored: 12”

combo out of Portland. Crisp and clean 
on one cut, then fuzzed-out and raucous 
the next. It’s like having a dive bar on 
your record player. After a couple songs, 

cheap lipstick starts looking really hot, 
and your living room smells like PBR. 
A cool record with exceptional album 
art. –Jim Ruland (Hovercraft)

BURIAL: Speed at Night: 12” EP
This is better than anything they’ve 
done prior! The obvious Japanese 

however, they’ve thrown in a bit more 
Discharge, and with all this they’re 
starting to sound more like themselves 
instead of someone else. If that makes 
any sense. The vocals are stronger, 
whereas on Never Give Up, Never Give 
In they sounded forced and trying too 
hard to sound like many of the Burning 

Spirits-style bands in their delivery. 
Here, the delivery is more natural 
and far more powerful and effective. 
The musicianship is unbelievably 

Wolfbrigade and Tragedy? While this 

this work so well is the sheer power in 
the music. The songs attack, one after 
the other, with an urgency that lacks in 
too many bands these days. The sound 
is almost like a solid mass. Imagine 
something like a massive bulldozer 
plowing its way through a city street 
and the chaos that ensues. Six songs 
of pure adrenalin. A sonic ripper from 

BURNING ITCH: Self-titled: 7”
There is really no information here, 
so I’ll try and interpret what I’m 
seeing and hearing. Two fucked-up 
looking guys, one with a guitar and 

Not sure who is drumming. Really 
catchy songs that have me thinking 
a little bit about a not so weird, 
straight-forward rock Butthole 

messed up on paper, but I gotta tell 
you it sounds great. If only they’d 
include some more information 

myspace.com/burningitch)

BUZZER: Teacher’s Pet: 7”

this up. –Ryan Leach (Tic Tac Totally)



CAFETERIA DANCE PARTY: 
Man the Life Boats: 7”
Cafeteria Dance Party is a poppy, 
garagey, rock’n’roll quartet out of 
Portland with alternating male and 

short and deliciously sweet. Cafeteria 
Dance Party plays sloppy thrash, 
shiny happy pop, and trashy rock and 
roll on (and occasionally all within) 
the four tracks here, all with hints of 
xylophone and mashed synths to keep 
things interesting. Think Selby Tigers 
fronted by Jay Reatard. It sounds like 
they’re having a hoot playing together. 
I certainly am, just listening to it. I’ll 
take a full-length and a tour now, 
please. –Jeff Proctor (Hovercraft)

CARA OCULTA, LA / SCUM OF THE 
EARTH: Split: 7” EP

from these kids. Tunes are simple and 
catchy, as they should be. Scum Of The 
Earth: Surprise, surprise, three hip hop 
tunes. Catchy beats, lyrics deeper than 
the standard “bitches” drivel. Good 
stuff. –Jimmy Alvarado (TPV)

CASTAVET: Summer Fences: CD
Nineties-style emo punk from Chicago 
with gruff Small Brown Bike/Hot 

snoozy and ponderous, but on the rare 
occasion when they pick up the pace 
to something faster than a crawl, I 
get bittersweet memories of bearded 
guys clutching backpack straps and 

–CT Terry (Count Your Lucky Stars, 
cylsrecords.com)

CENTERHITS / YOUR PEST BAND: 
Split: 7”
Wow. Sample Centerhits lyrics: 
“Shave his stubbles! Waiting? While 
I get calcium so fast!” The Centerhits 
are kinda reminiscent of mid-period 

Boy/girl vocals. Punk + rock + a lot of 
energy! And, actually, Your Pest Band 
is pretty similar. Lots of loud guitars! 
The more I listen to this, the more I like 
it. I like this genre that’s a little more 

pop punk, but just barely. If this were 
a cereal, both of these bands would be 

formula, plus something of substance! 
Something that gives you the power 
to ride your bike and jump up and 
down, and, maybe, at the same time. 

Smiles)

CHARLIE AND THE MOONHEARTS:
Drop in Drop out : 7”
This record features three songs from a 
psychedelic garage rock trio out of the 
Bay Area and produced by Ty Segall, 
the hardest working musician in the 
Bay Area. The vocals are so blown 
out that I have no idea what they’re 
hollering about, but this is some mean-
ass ‘60s rawk. Usually I’d run from 
a song called “Stoney Jam,” but the 
b-side cut is all kinds of crazy. –Jim 
Ruland (Tic Tac Totally!)

CHILD BITE / BIG BEAR: Split: 7”
As soon as the needle hits the groove, 
I hear what I think to be saxophone. 
Immediately, I check the back of 
the sleeve, and sure enough, that’s a 
saxophone I hear. One of the most 
maligned instruments in pop music, 
and certainly in punk rock, has the 
luxury of kicking off the Child Bite 
side. These hirsute Detroit gentlemen 
play some moody indie rock, both 
complex and groovy, that’s accented 
by hoarse vocals that call to mind 
Archers Of Loaf’s Eric Bachman and 
that ever-present saxophone humming 
throughout, adding some bottom to the 
mix. I can’t think of another band to 
compare it to right now, but I like it. 
And if you’ve got a soft spot in your 
heart for something new and a little bit 
different, then I think you might like 
this, too. The Big Bear side is lady-
fronted, keyboard-heavy, bare bones 
and angular. The keys on here sound 
like they’re straight out of the golden 
age of arcade games. The guitar work 
sounds like some of Tom Verlaine’s 
more sharp and jagged moments. 
Big Bear comes across as a little less 
intriguing than the Child Bite side, 
but still a nice pairing here. Hand 
numbered, limited to 500, on clear 
green vinyl, with really engrossing and 
colorful album artwork as well. –Jeff 
Proctor (Joyful Noise)

CHINA CREEPS: Stay on or Die: 7”
Vancouver’s skate thrash masters are 
back with a four-song blast of wax 
that will force you to get on your stick 

and go hunting for empty pools. These 

thinking about the crazy skate pits that 
break out every time they play live. 
Even the blue vinyl had me dreaming 
of swimming pools. Track one down 
and get the shred! –Ty Stranglehold 
(myspace.com/chinacreeps)

CHOOGLIN: Sweet Time: CD
Good, solid, ‘70s heavy rock from this 

speed and fury of the debut, this sounds 
like a record that would have been on 
Atco or Elektra circa 1972. Please note 
this also means there are softer songs 
in the mix. Chooglin have nailed the 
vibe and feel of the era coming on 

Live photos show a horn section, so it 
would seem the band is embracing the 
aesthetic fully. There may seem to be 
a bit of a wink and a nod here, but it 
is unlikely that anyone would go this 

Cherry Valence and the Dirtbombs 

CINEMATICS, THE: 
Love and Terror: CD
Guitar-driven, gloomy, nouveau 
new wave stuff that takes more cues 
more from bands like Echo And The 

songs are well written and catchy, and 
the sound itself has yet to be run into 
the fucking ground by a billion others, 



so right now this is sounding pretty 

–Jimmy Alvarado (The Orchard)

CITY OF SHIPS: 
Look What God Did to Us: CD
I played this loud, quiet, drunk, sober, 
late at night, early in the morning, and 
while eating a bowl of hemp granola 
on the eighth hour of the eighth day of 
the eighth month of the year, and for all 
that effort, the only thing I could hear 
was Alice In Chains with quirky guitar 
leads. –Jimmy Alvarado (Translation 
Loss, translationloss.com)

CLASS WAR KIDS: 
 CD

pop punk band from Newfoundland, 
Canada. It’s okay that Propagandhi 
started to suck because this instant 

vegan shoes. Some of the lyrics are 
embarrassingly trite, such as on the 

others are gleefully confrontational, 
even by subculture standards. The 
boldest song mocks present-day 

the Troops.” Other hits include “Cherry 
Poppin’ Conservatives,” a track about 
breaking down sexual orientation 
barriers. Slightly faster and harder 
than Propagandhi, but Propagandhi is 

ruse to get laid, but as long as they 

keep making killer records, let these 
geeks have their fun. –Art Ettinger 
(Rebel Time)

COLD ONES: Stay Thirsty!: 7”
Six songs by these British dudes 
who, for all intents and purposes, 

songs are tough to pigeonhole—if the 
vocals were more brutal, we could 
call it hardcore—it’s fast and punchy 
enough. But if the vocalist hit a few 
more notes here and there, we could 
run with the “fast as shit street punk” 
tag and be okay too. As it is, it just 
comes off as energetic, foaming-at-
the-mouth punk on a serious bender. 
Like Go Sell Drugs if they were way 
tighter, or the Supersuckers if they 
tried to cover Glass And Ashes in 
a minute and a half. Put it this way: 
if these dudes were from Portland, 
they’d be playing shows with Autistic 
Youth or Science Of Yabra and would 

possibly blowing both bands out of 
the water. Clear vinyl, a download 

everything gelled with this release. 
One of those rare records that totally 
gets me stoked on the 7” format again. 

COMMON ENEMY: 
Living the Dream?: CD
Thrash, thrash, and more thrash that 

had they been around back then. The 
lyrics tackle hard-hitting subjects like 

skateboarding, zombies, and so on. 
Their musical delivery is fast ‘n’ tight, 

thing I heard by ‘em, and their luster 
goes much farther in smaller doses, 
but, ultimately, what I’m hearing 
isn’t much above what can be heard 
coming from your average brand-

backyard party. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Overdose On)

CONNIPTION FITTS: 
Shart Sandwich: 7”

here, but not the big hair and tight 
pants rock and roll played by wanna-
be Sunset Strip assholes, but more 
the workaday, beer-drinking good 
time tuneage of the Dragons. The 

rock and roll marks without sounding 
cartoonish or cliché. Blown-out vocals 
with well-timed screams, tasteful 
guitar solos played through fuzzed-

marshaling the pummeling freight 
train of a rhythm section. Comes 
highly recommended, also comes 
on a grey marble slab of vinyl. –Jeff 
Proctor (Let’s Pretend)

COPYRIGHTS, THE / DOPAMINES, 
THE: Songs about Fucking up: Split: 7”
The Copyrights and The Dopamines 
do it yet again. “Do what?” you ask. 

title of the split infers, these songs 
were all penned at a low point in the 
life of the one who wrote the song. 
The themes range from generally 
failing at life to failing at song writing, 
but it’s all done in the best poppy punk 

nasally bubblegum pop punk. This 
is gritty, “I’m pulling my hair out of 
my head before I take another swig of 
beer” pop punk. And, of course, as is 
common with all It’s Alive records, 
you can get the songs on a CD as well. 

CRASH NORMAL/ INTELLIGENCE 
SPLIT: Self-titled: 7”
I’ve only heard the Intelligence a few 
times. What I remember is a surf rock 

on this split 7”. “Parades” sounds 
more like Throbbing Gristle than Dick 

beat accompanied by an ominous 
guitar riff; both pounded relentlessly 
for a sublime minimalist result. Crash 
Normal: sing-speak vocals over 
swampy instrumentation. It’s the 
Intelligence side that has my interest. 
Good stuff, indeed. –Ryan Leach 

myspace.com/compostmodernart)

CROCODILE GOD: No Regrets: CDEP

such I see live, I honestly tend to really 
listen to more melodic punk more than 
anything when I’m alone. So, right off 
the bat when I pulled this out to listen 
for review, I remembered that I had 



something from this band. I checked 
my trusty music list and saw that I had 
copy of their LP Stella.
a good start, knowing I had liked them 
enough to keep one of their previous 
releases. I have a vague memory of 
what this band sounded like. I knew 
they were from the ‘90s during my 

hooks. I like that the recording is not 
overly produced and has a bright, live 
quality to it. The music reminds me of a 
mixture of the Beatnik Termites having 

stuff! –Donofthedead (Crackle)

CUT THE REINS: Man Made Dust: CD
This is a little complicated, so follow 
me. This band, Cut The Reins, reminds 
me of this band from around L.A. 
called Onewordsolution, who, in turn, 
reminded me a lot of Pennywise. But, 
Cut The Reins is from Ireland and not 
SoCal. The basic sound of the album 
is speedy punk in the mid-late ‘90s 
Epitaph vein (i.e. Pennywise) but a 
tiny bit darker, and with a snare drum 
almost distractingly high in the mix 
for some reason. Lyrically, the band is 
pretty fuckin’ discontent. I think that’s 
where I draw the Onewordsolution 
comparison. The bands have their 
hearts in the right place, but both 

bit more subtlety in their lyrics. It’s 
not a matter of diluting the message 

and originality to their metaphors and 
word play. This is a decent, if not 

terribly memorable, album, but the 
band doesn’t quite snap yet. With some 
more creativity in their sound, they 
could be pretty awesome someday. –

CUTE LEPERS/ LURCHING LEPER, THE 
/ DISCO LEPERS: Join the Lepers: 7”
If Cartman from South Park created a 
punk band, then it would resemble what 
the tunes from Disco Lepers sound like 
on this split. Consider the content found 
herein with track titles: “Nazi Tampons” 
and “Epileptic Sex.” What’s even more 
astounding is the vocal shrill you’ll 

wouldn’t be surprised if one day we 
found out that the members of the Disco 
Lepers were actually the voice actors for 
Cartman. On the other side of the split 
there are basically two worthwhile pop 
punk tunes from The Briefs… cough…
cough… umm… I mean Steve E. Nix 
of the Cute Lepers and with him posing 
as some other band thingy called The 
Lurching Leper. The tune “Death by 

feel minus the keyboards. One day I 
hope I can join the Leper Enterprise as 
some street-wise gangsta rapper ‘cause I 
think it’d be cool to add a Leper-Con to 
the Leper ranks. Until then, I’ll just hold 
my breath while I keep spinning this 7”. 

DANGER’S CLOSE / DESTRUCTORS 
666: Scheikunde: Split: CD

keep releasing new material as 

Destructors 666 and all of their output 
is well worth checking out. The 
distinct, heavily accented, growly 
vocals are impossible to replicate 

mouth. I tried and couldn’t do it sans 
potato. The newer female-fronted 

plays slow to mid-tempo 1980s punk 
ala A.P.P.L.E. and is an amusing retro 
treat. Both bands have a mid-to-late 
‘80s crossover vibe brewing under the 
surface, but with lessons learned from 
that putrid, dark era. –Art Ettinger 

DAVILA 666: Self-titled: 7” EP
DAVILA 666: Primero Muerta: 7”
These guys have the retro ‘60s sound 
so down pat that it’s fuggin’ scary. 
Shit, you could plop either disc here 

attention and she’d have no clue 
whatsoever this is a contemporary 
band. “Casi Las 3” on side B of the 
EP could easily be mistaken for an 

hip to the diff between Spanish and 

sounds like they’ve been binging on 
old Standells records, and “Primera 

that ruled the charts before the kids 
discovered public sex and acid. These 
guys are seriously good, so good that 
if they manage to maintain the quality 
of their output, they’re bound to take 
the underground by storm. –Jimmy 

respectively, no address for either)

DAZES, THE / WIMPYS, THE: 
Greetings from Japan: 7”
I love Japanese punk rock. They 
do the world’s music perfectly, but 
make it their own and sometimes do 
it even better than anyone else. The 
Dazes sound like Puffy Ami Yummy 
minus the power pop and add the 
underground sensibilities of Buck and 

super duper catchy music and have 
an especially super yummy harmony 

Bumper.” While the Wimpys might 
not be yummy, their singer’s name 
is Yummy, so that makes it all good, 

Boys style ditty, and their second song 

Z (It’s Alive)

DEAR LANDLORD: 
Dream Homes: CD / LP / bonus 7”
I preordered this album from No Idea, 
and they really made it a fantastic 
collector’s item. Not only did I get the 
CD, but also the colored 12” vinyl, 
a piece of badass screened art, and a 
bonus 7”. As if the music alone wasn’t 
going to satisfy me! And it does. Oh, 
yes, it does. The guys in this band 
seem to have listened to a lot of the 
same shit I did when I was a teenager: 
the Ramones, The Vindictives, The 

get this, these guys played in the 
bands I loved after I was no longer a 
teenager: Rivethead, The Copyrights, 
House Boat, Off With Their Heads, 



and The Gateway District (there may 
be a few more, but, damn, was this a 
review or a name dropping sesh?)! Oh, 
and rumors of a split 7” with Toys That 

DEATH CRISIS: Self-titled: EP

Chickenfarm join forces and crank 
out some blazing, no-frills hardcore 

The tempo comes down fast and hard 
and constant, and the vocal delivery 
is spot on. Albert sounds pissed and 

band has taken over. But it’s not bad 
actually, and they redeem themselves 
with “Sounded Like a Good Idea” 
and “Saddam Is Dead.” Great lyrics 
as well; some sarcasm mixed in with 
the commentary—what any punk band 
worth a damn is good at. Glad to see 
these guys get some vinyl out. I’m 
hoping there’s more soon. Great live 

Die, adamcrisis@yahoo.com)

DEATH WITH A DAGGER: 
Dark Alleys: CD
Band members include: Rabies, Steel, 
Prowler, Spaceman, and Rattt The 
Animal. Yes, Rattt, like rat, but with 
an extra T as a tribute to the almighty 
SaTan and one more just for the fuck of 
it. What kind of music do you think they 
make? Their beautifully bastardized 
version of metal takes the gritty bits 
of Scandinavian hardcore, mixes in 

and tops it all off with some rock‘n’roll 
swagger. The liner notes say it best: 
“Play it Loud—Come to the Dagger.” 
You’ll want to put this one on repeat. 

com/deafever)

DECAPITADO: Autowriter: 7”
“Autowriter” makes you feel like 
you’ve done something wrong. It 
makes you feel like you’ve just snuck 
up on somebody in the dark and slit 
their throat from behind. As you 
watch the blood form a puddle on the 
blacktop around your victim’s body, 
you think about what you’ve done. You 
smile. You feel hateful and happy. The 
air suddenly seems fresher as you pull 
it into your lungs. You know you’re 
sick, but you can’t help but turn up 

Johnson (Headless, decapitado.com)

DELAY: Plain Language: Cassette
With two particularly high-pitched 
singers and poppy punk songs, Delay 
might not be for everyone. But I 
don’t buy it. It takes a couple listens 
for Plain Language to really sink 
it, but once it does, these songs stay 
stuck in your head. So much so, that 
multiple times I’ve had to literally go 
put something on my stereo because 
I’ve been singing one of these songs 
to myself all day. Thoughtful lyrics 
range from the love of girls, the love 
of friends, and a general concern about 
life, and it’s my favorite record of the 
year. –Nick Toerner (Self-Released, 
vinyl soon on Salinas)

DESTRUCTORS, THE: 999: CD
Looks like they’ve dropped the “666” 
off their name. What you have here is the 
most recent full-length by a band that has 
been around nigh on three decades now, 

believe there hasn’t been an issue in years 
where Razorcake hasn’t had something 
from these guys show up in the mail 
bin—and they’re more or less consistent 
in delivering tracks that are worth a listen 
at worst. This ‘un is a bit of a concept 
album, with all the songs addressing 
the police. The odd numbered tracks are 
originals, and the even tracks are covers 
of tunes originally put to good use by 

I’m surprised they didn’t cover Black 

would’ve been sonically more up their 
alley than, say, “Nasty Nasty,” they do, 
turn in, serviceable versions and the 
originals show wit and are catchy enough 
in their own right. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(destructors.co.uk)

DOBERMAN CULT / FREDAG DEN 13:
E: Split: EP

how the bands chosen to share the splits 
are not of the exact same style, which 
makes for a more interesting listen, since 
it doesn’t get monotonous, and also 
how the various styles play against one 

also some Tragedy in there as well: 

heavy, wall of distortion, and tuneful all 
at once. Doberman Cult, though from 

U.S. East Coast hardcore bands of the 
‘80s. Sort of like Sick Of It All mixed 

is a short and fast ripper that makes this 
main reason I would recommend picking 
this up. It stars off full on and ends in 

this and these guys could be deadly. As 

is small and limited. Only 500 pressed, 
hand numbered, and this one is on red 

DR KNOW: Killing for God: LP

originally released ten years ago under 

Shit”? Am I just dis-remembering it? 
Did I have a bootleg and not know 

recollections aren’t the best. It’s straight-
ahead, Nardcore-proud, holding hands 
with metal punk by a band that has a 
funny past. Its vocalist is an ex-child 
star (he helped the Incredible Hulk land 
a plane in one episode), ex-temporary 

Jak. The band has a song on South Park 
episode, and is resurging again after a 

reformed Circle One, and the record’s 
peppered with well-chosen covers of 

–Todd (Unrest)



DUDE JAMES / TOO MANY DAVES: 
Split: 7”
This split brings it! It’s got the whole, “A 
spoon full of sugar helps the medicine go 
down” feel to it. All songs here are the 
gritty punk pop numbers akin to what’s 
coming out of ADD Records now, a 
la Turkish Techno and The Anchor. 
But underneath all the sweaty, dirty, 
stubble face anthems is that injection 
of sugarcoated pop that makes these 
bands so good. You can’t go wrong with 
any of the tunes here but Dude Jams’ 

the top with lyrics: “…my mind’s on my 
magic. And my magic’s on my mind…” 
It’s just silly, hard-hitting goodness. 
–N.L. Dewart (ADD)

DUEL: Childish Behavior: 2 x CD
Have you ever gone to a restaurant 
and gotten a serving of food that was 

it was great. You were clearly getting 
your money’s worth of chana masala or 
whatever. You took a bite and smiled. 
Good food and a lot of it. Then a funny 
thing happened. As you shoveled in one 
bite after the next, your mouth stopped 
caring. The Duel’s Childish Behavior is 
not food. It’s music. However, there’s 

sunglasses, and miniskirts. As I pushed 
through these two discs though, my 
ears stopped caring. One song started 
to blend into the next. Like you would 
do with food, I stuffed this CD into the 
fridge so I could enjoy the leftovers 

later. Unfortunately, I forgot about 

ECOLI: Judas Cradle: 7”EP
Rotted teeth, heinous medical 
experiments without anesthetic, inside-
the-mind-of-a-pedophile hardcore. 
The lyrics read like Cannibal Corpse 
(think along the lines of “Edible 
Autopsy”), and they squish in all 

ick, and deformation. Explores mental, 
physical, and societal illnesses, all 

parts. –Todd (Stress Domain)

EMPTY VESSEL: Self-titled: 7: EP
It’s easy to dismiss these guys as just 

with the haiku lyrics, ADD-worthy 
song lengths and hyperdrive beats, but 
there’s a lot more going on in the ten 
songs showcased here. Buried not so 
deep in the mire are some interesting 
ideas, odd song structures, and 
musical nods to hardcore predecessors 
who similarly thought outside the box, 

as there appears to be only 200 copies 
available, you might wanna hurry. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Blind Spot)

END OF ALL: Places: EP
Back in the fray with another sonic 
bomb blast of Scandinavian hardcore 

mixed with some metal for extra 
abrasiveness. Certainly a bit heavier 
than on their crushing Art of Decadence
CD from last year. Cross Tragedy with 
Skitsystem here. Crushing and driving, 
yet there’s a tuneful undercurrent that 
helps set them apart from the hordes 
doing this sound. The best tracks of 
the three are on the B side: “On That 
Hill” and the standout “The Camp.” If 
you have yet to check these guys out, 
here’s a good entrance point. Comes 

EXPLOSIVOS, LOS: Self-titled: CD
Punk fuggin’ rawk! This rowdy bunch 

energy, ‘60s-style punk. The kind 
you hear on the Back from the Grave
comps, the kind Thee Headcoats 
play, and many bands in the ‘90s 
were grasping at. Los Explosivos 
keep the energy extremely high from 

their live shows must be wall to wall 

cranker after another. I’m not kidding. 
There’s not one slow song on here. 
It’s just bam! bam! bam!, one after the 

lukewarm about them. Then I realized 
the volume was way too low for me to 
get the full experience. So I cranked 
the stereo and, lo and behold, Los 
Explosivos exploded (natch, natch!) 
out of the speakers and I “got it.” I 
hear there’s a follow up LP planned 

gethip.com)

FOREIGN OBJECTS: 7”
Well, this one’s a ferocious little 
buzzsaw, isn’t it? Cursing in an 
alley with the Tyrades, renting the 
shitty warehouse on one side and the 
Bayonettes’ fucked-up van broken 

Objects. They give us three nice 
snotrockets that land somewhere 
in that nefarious world that rests 
between garage and punk. Thankfully, 
with plenty of attitude to spare. 

Dead Air. The only thing not to like is 
how quickly it’s over with. Nice attack 

Rosson (Shock To The System)

FRANZ NICOLAY: Major General: CD
I’m only familiar with Nicolay’s 
work (The Hold Steady, World/

in name, but this solo album is more 
rockin’ than I expected. It skips freely 
between half a dozen genres without 
settling in any one for even a single 
song—and really, would you expect 

punk to folk to cabaret to jazz, the 
changes are quick and unapologetic. 
The album becomes occasionally 
theatrical (“Dead Sailors”), but other 
tracks (such as “Jeff Penalty”) are fun, 
one-off rock songs that don’t feel as if 
they’ve been ripped from some epic, 

World/Inferno cohorts Brian Viglione 



FRUIT PUNCH / YOUTH OF TOGAY: 
Limp Picnic: Split: 7”

the year goes to this waste of oil here. 
Let’s break down the suckage: Both 
bands have terrible names. They alternate 
songs on both sides of a split record, 

of a kazoo on one of Youth Of Togay’s 
songs. The terrible artwork reminds us 
that there are so many things that can 
remind us of penises and testicles. As 
if some of us don’t already have them 
in our pants. There’s also a press sheet 
included. Yeah, that’s always a good 

(who, musically, have more going for 
them) decided it was a good idea to pair 
up with a band full of jackasses in Youth 
Of Togay, a band who thinks that gay 
jokes and explicit lyrics are shocking/
offensive. Or that somehow any of this 
is successful in making people aware of 
the homophobia and bigotry that makes 
hardcore punk an often close-minded 
genre when it should welcome punk 
kids of all kinds without prejudice. I’m 
not trying to be a PC blowhard here. I’m 
just saying that none of what they’re 
doing is funny or thought provoking. If 
not for Youth Of Togay’s participation 

Punch more seriously. Avoid at all costs. 

fruitxpunch.com, youthoftogay.com)

FUCKED FOR LIFE: 
Distortion and Death Demo: CD
A great four-song demo from a band 
that reminds me heavily of Poison 

Idea with hints of Caustic Christ with 
a d-beat edge. Gruff vocals over a 

like the live sound of the recording. 
The drums sound fantastic, as I can 
almost picture the bashing going down. 
Really feels like I am almost there 
and having my teeth a good kicking 
in. Glad they went the demo route as 
opposed to releasing vinyl, but this 
would have been worthy enough for 
that kind of release. –Donofthedead 

fuckedforlifethrash)

GATEWAY DISTRICT, THE: 
Some Days You Get the Thunder: CD

roaring garage punk gem and the voice 
screaming, “Now my body shakes 
like an exit sign/ It helps keeps track 
of time,” has been stuck in my head 
all week. The packaging that comes 
with the CD is great and it includes 
a full-color, sixteen-page booklet 
with interesting collages behind 
handwritten lyrics. There’s also a black 
and white photo of the band on the 
back cover, and they’re all cute as hell. 

Time” and a track called “Highway 
Song” are the best efforts on this CD. 
I wasn’t really into the rest of the 
album because of the vocals, which are 
kind of low and warbling (think high 
schoolers trying to sing like Danzig). 
The vocalists really ought to stick to 
screaming, because those songs are 
where they do sound great. –Lauren 
Trout (It’s Alive)

GATEWAY DISTRICT, THE: 
Some Days You Get the Thunder: LP

of falling instantly in love also tend to 
end those relationships just as abruptly. 

Words can be sharpened like knives, 
slashing both memory and skin. I 
took some hand holding time with 
The Gateway District, some share-
some-beers, let’s-go-swimming time, 
some crank the record high to softer 
headphone time to see if we really did 
share the same interests; liked each 
other’s world views and company. 
Was it a short-time crush or something 
more lasting? There are many pitfalls 
in record reviewing. Here are two. 
One of them is premature ovations. 
The second is approaching a record 
that takes time to reveal itself on 
repeated listenings in the short amount 
of time available for a timely review. 
The irony is that these are the records, 
in the long run, I’ll listen to the most. 
Some Days You Get the Thunder is 
an expansive, fun, poetic, daring, 
personal, and DIY dance-friendly LP 

is progressing, celebratory, strong-

ex-and-current Soviettes, Rivethead, 
Banner Pilot, Dear Landlord, and a 
farrier, so you have the basic legend 
to the map. Thankfully, all members 
continue to explore, discover, and mix 
experience with wonder. –Todd (It’s 
Alive, itsalive.com)

GG ALLIN & THE CRIMINAL 
QUARTET / DUANE PETERS 
GUNFIGHT, THE: Split: 7”
On one hand, you could tout this 
record as a well-deserved salute to 
two of punk’s more celebrated modern 
primitives. On the other hand, you 
could tack it up to yet another garish 
attempt to sell the gunk scraped from 
the toenails, clipped from the frosty 
cadaver of another dead-as-dirt rock 
star who is now bigger and more well-
known in death than he was in life. That 

Peters, but to put into sharp focus the 
likely truth that it’s GG’s rotting pudge 
that is the crackling fat behind the 
“sizzle” being sold here. But I suppose 
that all seems to have a badly burnt curl 
of cynicism to it, which is probably not 

is nothing more than a celebration of 
two dent-headed, scar-decorated, half-
cocked meat rockets determined to 
streak obscenely across the sky, crash, 

middle of nowhere and the craggy 
musical detritus they’ve left behind. 
I’m not sure why I wrote that last 
sentence that way or whether I really 
agree with it or not, but I’m going to 
leave it alone for now. Chances are that 
GG never regretted or even thought 
twice about the bubbling brown glop 
that burped out of his backside and 

adopt a similar attitude here. Reckless 
art deserves reckless criticism, if it 
deserves any criticism at all. And I 
mean that as a sort of compliment. 



While a declaration like that has all the 
stodgy pomposity of an Antonin Artaud 
or Guy Debord, this 7”, though dressed 
up as a sort of country-fried take on GG 
and Duane, is also presented as “art.” 
In fact, one of the two spoken word 
cuts here is a recording of GG himself 
waxing philosophic about what “art” 
means to him. I’ve listened to his take 
several times now and I’m still trying 

poop mime, or if it’s a cut-to-the core 
statement by an “art brut” performer 
stripped of all the typical pretentious 
baggage. All I know is that I agree with 
it more than I don’t. Duane’s spoken 
cut here is more or less a throw away 
comment about what he thinks about 
GG. Again, I don’t disagree with what 
he says, but it’s hardly illuminating. 
But no surprise there, as pretty much 
everyone knows that the thoughts that 
emanate from these two gentlemen 
have about as much profundity as the 
lint tumbleweeds in Johnny Paycheck’s 

rock philosophizing, this record has 
two songs by GG and the Criminal 

the attempts at country you’ve heard 
from GG before. Basically, it sounds 
like drunken karaoke recordings made 
in GG’s motel room after a show, while 
he has a lamp shade on his head and piss 
on his breath and he croons off-key like 
a croaking salamander. Duane Peters 
has a tune called “Last Cowboy,” which 
is a rocker with a slightly country punk 

(Nine Pound Hammer) feel to it and is 
probably the highlight of the record. 

and is a musical interpretation of a full-
throttle booze stupor, complete with 
woozy slide blues guitar. It features 
the skate boarding legend sounding 
like he gargled with a thermos full of 
Tom Waits’s hacked up phlegm right 
before the recording was made. As 
it’s packaged here, we basically have 
the grubby miscreant spiritual grand 
kiddies of Hank Williams Sr., boozed 
up, narcotized, and making recordings 
they probably don’t remember ever 
making. And at a level several steps 
lower and seamier than any so-called 
“outlaw country.” This is more like 
“murderer’s row country.” These louts 
haven’t a speck of decency in them and 
there’s more dirt and grit in just one of 
their scabs than on the entire bodies 
of Waylon, Willie, and David Allen 
Coe put together. And for that reason 
alone, in this world oozing with turgid, 
jingoistic, corporate-teat-sucking sow 

good thing. –Aphid Peewit (Ponk, 
ponkmedia.com)

GG ALLIN / DISCO LEPERS: Split: 7”
Never has a cheesy, country-sounding 

did on this vinyl. Then he follows it up 
with a raw cover of my now-favorite 
Warren Zevon song “Carmelita.” It’s 
just such sweet, sweet goodness. On 

more juvenile antics from the Disco 
Lepers. You have to give it to them. 
They sure do have clever song topics, 
with tunes dubbed “I Caught HIV 
from a Dirty Phone Call” and “Canker 
Sores underneath Her Lipstick.” On 
this effort, they dress their pubescent 
rants in some knee smacking country 
music swagger. –N.L. Dewart (Indian 
Recordings, indianrecordings.com)

GGREEN: Swimsuit Drugs: 7” 
Overdriven acoustic guitar/vocal 
weirdness. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Out Of Order)

GIANT SQUID: The Ichthyologist: CD
These guys throw in a lotta different 
stuff into the musical bouillabaisse 
they serve up here—some stoner 
rock, some off-kilter artsy noise 
stuff, the occasional Tom Waits rasp 
during quieter passages—resulting in 
something that, while it ain’t really 

unique dishes. Restated without all 
the metaphorical nonsense: This ain’t 
something that’ll get much air time on 
my car stereo, but I really like that they 
ain’t afraid to fuck with conventions 
and expectations. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(translationloss.com)

GOVERNMENT WARNING: 
Paranoid Mess: LP
There’s nothing wrong with formulas. 
Science, when expanding armed with 
before-discovered numbers, often goes 
beyond empiricism into artistry. So, 

when I say that Government Warning is 
perfecting upon an equation that many 

in the early ‘80s, it’s the opposite of a 
dig. The raw ore they’re purifying is as 
potent as it’s ever been: fresh-from-the-
musical womb hardcore swagger played 
as an unboring blur, mixed with paranoid 
anxiety, and steeled with conviction. 
“Solos” are imbedded inside of the songs 
instead of tacked on the end like donkey 
tails. The thirty-seven-year-old me likes 
this as much as the fourteen-year-old me 
would have. The proof’s in the pudding 
and the pudding’s fuckin’ tasty. –Todd 

HERE COMES A BIG BLACK CLOUD!!: 
Party Vietnam: 10”
I picked up this record because I 
thought the title “Party Vietnam” was 
hilariously dickish. The jokey title 
didn’t prepare me for the genuinely 
weird sounds that came off this clear 
10”: A mix of ultra-fuzzy garage rock 
with punk tendrils, spooky Halloween 
organs, and, to further confuse you, a 
cover of a Bo Diddley song with an 
original arrangement. The vocals are 

to see this band live. I bet it be a unique 
experience. Only change I’d advise: 
lose the long-ass name. –Samantha 
Beerhouse (Hovercraft/Stankhouse, 
stankhouserecords.com)

HUMMINGBIRD OF DEATH: 
Show Us the Meaning of Haste: CD
I saw this amazing band play in SoCal 
sometime last year and I was truly 



theirs right on the spot. They are what 

that limiting. These guys from Boise 
know how to play it fast, hard, and 
tight. When they need to slow it down, 
they play it dirty with the best of 
them, as shown in their closing song 
“Panocide,” which clocks in at 11:18. 
The rest of this twenty-two track 
beast doesn’t even come close to the 
three minute mark, with the majority 
at a minute and a half. How many 
adjectives can I use to describe this? 

after a forty-ounce? What I do know 
is, if speed in your music is your 
thing, this should quench the palate. 
–Donofthedead (To Live A Lie)

HUMMINGBIRD OF DEATH: 
Show Us the Meaning of Haste: LP
Like landscape painting and wine 
tastings, I guess I can respect the 
artfulness of Hummingbird Of Death 
without necessarily enjoying what 
they do. Sometimes they’re throwing 
out spastic, million miles an hour 
grindcore and sometimes they slow 
it down to a slow, gripping hardcore 
pace with a nice, doomy spritzer. 
They’ve got the requisite two-singer 
attack (one deep, growly guy and one 
deeper and growlier guy) and some 
topical lyrics, especially for the genre. 

I said, not my bag, but they’re most 
certainly tackling these songs with 
precision—the band’s tight as hell. 

Pollution rosters could do much worse 

Rosson (Cowabunga)

HYDEOUTS, THE: 
Creeps at Night: 7” EP
Immediately, this yellow vinyl EP had 
my head bumping and toes thumping 
to some good ole’ rock’n’roll anthems. 
These four songs have a comic 
Halloween death plot vibe to them. 
I closed my eyes and could picture 

this music. Side B hits a little grittier 
than Side A, with tracks “The Creeps 
at Night” and “The Points.” Both 
songs include self-indulgent guitar 
solos, the type that seem to poke fun 
at self-indulgent guitar solos. What 
Rob Zombie does for the metal heads, 
The Hydeouts do for good old fashion 
rock’n’rollers, and I love it. –N.L. 
Dewart (Creepy Anthem, myspace.
com/thehydeouts)

IN DEFENCE: Into the Sewer: CD
There is no goddamn reason why 
hardcore should not have guitar solos. 
There’s also no reason for solos to last 
more than twenty seconds. That’s all 
it should take for them to ooze into 
your brain through the cracks that 
the rest of the music has put in your 
skull. In Defence knows this, and they 

“Lessons in Headbanging.” In fact, 
In Defence knows all about making 
hardcore. They’ve got the guidebook 
memorized, but they’re not afraid to 

deviate from it by crossing the border 
into metal once in a while. They’ve 
also got the energy to make every 
song sound fresh, whether they’re 
ranting about crazy sewer-dwelling 
poop stealers or singing the praises 
of pizza. In Defence loves pizza. This 
will probably end up in my top 10 of 

INSOUCIANT: Fall: CD
This foursome from New Jersey is 
giving off heavy vibes of a lighter 

partially because of the contrasting 
male/female vocals, but it’s also due to 
using catchy phrases throughout their 
ten-song album. I can imagine Anna 
O’Sullivan prancing around on stage 

her delicate voice with the harsher, but 
not overwhelming, male vocals. The 
band almost comes across with a folk 
sound at some points, but it’s always 
mixed in with a good amount of indie 
sensibilities and style. Some of the 

tracks like “Atlas” and “Walk Away” 
are standouts. It’d be interesting to 
hear the band give over to their manic 
energy perhaps a bit more if they can 
retain some of their harmonies and 
melodies. As it stands right now, too 
many of the songs are a bit too mellow 
for my tastes. Although, the use of 
the xylophone/vibraphone is always 
welcome. I hope Insouciant keeps on 
working to grow and develop their 
sound. I like what I’m hearing here. 

JABBERS, THE: 
American Standard: CD

new band that can rival his work with 

rocked with GG Allin would be up to 
the task. This is balls-out, maximum 
wattage punk rock to be played at loud 
volumes to scare your neighbors. Don’t 
look for discussions on today’s economy 
here. Do I really need to go over the 

the drill. Can’t wait for the next one! 

JONESIN / DUDE JAMS: Split: 7”
Dirt Cult Records knew this was one 
of the most anticipated 2009 releases 
among the underground pop punk 
circles, so they went ahead and pressed 
these on their patented yummy orange 
Tic Tac vinyl! If I didn’t love these 
songs so much, I’d take a goddamn bite 

‘90s East Bay punk rock. Dude Jams: 

and then hijacked some plutonium from 
some terrorists and installed both into a 
DeLorean and went back to the future, 

JUICE TYME: Self-titled: 7”

colored vinyl 7”, as they have eight 
drum-sputtering tunes here. The 
music never takes a break, with every 
track segued by some random noise 



feedback. Lyrically, I guess their song 
“I’m So Hardcore” is their anthem 
as it’s the only easily decipherable 
chorus. That song also includes 
the line, “I’m so hardcore I carry 
around a switchblade knife.” –N.L. 

headcountrecords.com)

KALASHNIKOV: Angoscia-Rock: 7”

to whoever is responsible for the 
gorgeous packaging. In addition to red 
vinyl, you get what amounts to a book 
instead of the standard record cover, 
with what appears to be some sorta 
story, though I can’t be certain since 
my Italian comprehension skills are 

those responsible for the music here, 
a surprisingly fresh mix of metallic 
hardcore and synth-driven new wave 
that is much, much better than that 
description might imply. Gotta love it 
when a band thinks outside of the box, 
and these kids do so in spades. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (kalashni.net)

KALASHNIKOV: The Best of K: CD
Here are three things that are rarely 
mixed together with any sort of success: 
Enya, playful and artful circuses 
(like Cirque de soleil; largely due to 
what sounds like a pipe organ), and 

thankfully, also avoids the obvious 
shortfallings of pretentiousness, 
preciousness, predictability, and being 
pedantic, instead delivering moving, 
bouncy, gritty, eerie, fun, and utterly 

unique music. This CD is a collection 

works from 2000 to the present, and it’s 
a joint release between a Japanese label 
and distributor. Great stuff. –Todd (SP)

KUNG FU MONKEYS, THE: 
Half-Baked: CDR
Here’s another entry in my ongoing 
series of “Why am I reviewing this?” 
reviews—not because it’s bad. It’s 
actually a nifty little collection of 
demos and rarities from a great pop/
surf rock band that, all in all, are fairly 
legendary in New York City. But, this 
is limited to twenty copies, most of 

pretty sure there’s one or two copies 
left, though! You owe it to yourself 
to check this band out anyway, and 
if you can somehow get one of these 
too, then even better. –Joe Evans III 
(myspace.com/kungfumonkeys)

LADIES, THE: Self-titled: EP
Remember when the Dwarves used 
to be good? Seriously, they used to be 
a great band. No, I’m not lit. Listen 
to Blood, Guts & Pussy, then you’ll 
agree. Well, The Ladies sound like 
the Dwarves used to sound. Punk 
rock that’s short, stupid, offensive, 
and ripping! It’s all the things that 
make a punk band worth a shit, and 
there aren’t many out there these days. 
“Trashed” is about what you think, and 
is over before you can sit down. The 
B side is a tad bit longer, since it has 
two songs: “She Just Don’t Care” and 
“Can’t Come In.” Hearkens back to the 

days when punk was a dirty word, and 
made the straights a bit uneasy. Some 
things should have never changed... 

LEBENDEN TOTEN: Near Dark: LP
Noise! Noise! Noise! Lebenden Toten 
deliver in full on this 12” rager. Ten 
blasts of chaotic near white noise and 
distortion that sounds like all hell has 
broken loose. Think of a noisier and 
more urgent Disorder. This gives all 

without a doubt. The title track is 
perhaps the slowest of the ten blasts on 
here. Just about everything else is an 
exercise in speed and how fast one can 
go without losing total control. Amid 

to the songs. Essentially, you can be 
in control of your life if you want to. 
However, the powers that be are adept 
at distracting you and misinforming 
you, so the trick is to wake up, realize 
all this, and do something about it. One 
of the more exciting U.S. hardcore/

(Wicked Witch)

LET’S DANCE / AVENUE ROSE: 
Split: 7”
Like Rocket from the Crypt’s The 
State of Art Is on Fire, the two sides 
are played at different speeds. Both 
bands play pop punk, though more in 
the Exploding Hearts vein of things 

that seems to have taken over in recent 

side, which is sneering, snotty, and 

veers towards garage rock territory. I 

more polished, but is ultimately more 
memorable, despite ill-advised sappy 
breakdowns on the second track, “In 

mind blowing here, but it is still an 
enjoyable listen and indicative of nice 
things to come from both bands. The 
seven inch comes on white and yellow 
vinyl. –Jeff Proctor (Provincial State)

LITANY FOR THE WHALE: Dolores: CD
If I said this CD was released by two 
Richmond labels and had cover art 
by Chris Taylor of Pg. 99, what kind 
of music would you guess was on 
it? Experimental, chaotic hardcore? 
Ding, ding, ding! You’re right! Seven 
tracks—some of found sounds and 

debt to the Northern Virginia scene of 

Of Caterpillar, the aforementioned Pg. 
99). This is an engaging listen, but it’s 
not offering anything new. –CT Terry 

LOBLAWS, THE / SCI FI 
NIGHTMARES, THE: Split: 7”
The Loblaws: One of the latest bands 

which probably gives you a good idea 
of what to expect. Never heard them 
before, but their side has a slower, 

bad. It just didn’t hook me and it felt 



Nightmares: Ironically, they sound 
like the older, more straight-forward, 
harder edge pop punk, Ramones-

on, but not as much, and it did have 
some much-needed energy. –Joe 

LOGIC PROBLEM: No Center: 7”EP
When I was a kid, I had a tendency to 

into a workbench-mounted vice. Stuff 
that wouldn’t split with the screw-
drive compression of the vice’s teeth, 
I’d use a hack saw on. Logic Problem 
reminds me of golf balls in a vice. 
A hard, dimpled exterior that looks 
almost identical from every angle, but 
when it’s crunched, then slit open, it 
exposes a concentric, thin layer of softer 
membranes surrounding an even tighter 
ball wrapped in rubber band-y sinew. 
When the ball inside was completely 
extracted from the exoskeletal shell, it 
had an almost delicate, unpredictable 
bounce. Add that experience to 
Negative Approach, and since Logic 
Problem are from the Carolinas, a dash 
of early Corrosion Of Conformity, and 
there you have it. Hardcore by design. 
Hardcore by execution. Well done. 

LOVE CITY: Self-titled: 7” EP
You’ve got some rocking, old school 
reverb-washed pop tunes here. The 
organ makes the four songs on this EP 
stand out from all the rehash garage 
rock music today. The tune, “The Other 
Side” kicks hard with bashing riffage 

interplay from both the assaulting 
guitar and organ. Love City has taken 

sound and made it their own with 

MAD BROTHER WARD: 
Hated by All: CD
This disc collects thirteen songs 
from two 7” singles released in the 
1990s. TPOS Records and Baloney 
Shrapnel released the singles, and the 
band features at least one member 
of Antiseen in the lineup. Given all 
of this, you probably have a good 

on Confederacy Of Scum-style punk 
with “hate the world” and “hate 
punk rock”-type lyrics. There is an 
additional bonus track here produced 
by Jeff Clayton of Antiseen as well. 

of CoS will be all over this, as the 
singles were limited and have been 

MAGRUDERGRIND: Self-titled: CD
I have to admit I was surprised 
how good this was. Live, they are 
awesome, but the bits and pieces I 
have heard of their recorded output 
did not leave a lasting impression. 
This one slams you with an aural blast 
that is hard to ignore. The production 
values on this remind me of the latest 
Trap Them or Rotten Sound records 
that I got recently. You would never 
guess this band plays minus a bass 

player, based on this recording and 
live. The music is full, deep, and crisp 
with stop-on-a-dime pauses and full-
bore speed. When they slow things 
down, they make the mood ugly, but 
still maintain their intensity. Switching 
back and forth from grindcore and 
thrash, the music is dizzying. As an 
added bonus, they mix it up on some 
tracks with hip hop beats and samples 
to expand their sound outside of the 
box. I’m really happy that this created 
a new hole from the beating I got. 
–Donofthedead (Willowtip)

MANIKIN: Stop the Sirens: LP
Dark and noisy postpunk that reminds 
me of the era when bands like Bauhaus, 
the Cure, PiL, and the sort were in 
their prime. When I tell you these 

Division and early PiL, I don’t want 

bands, but are still very much a band 
with their own sound. The rhythm 
section is metronomic without being 
robotic. Sounds to me like the bass 
leads and the guitar follows by 
bringing atmosphere and color to the 
songs. The vocalist sounds like he’s 
singing through a bullhorn. Usually 
this effect grates my nerves, but here 
it works. I must confess that I don’t 
really care for their cover of The Cure’s 
“Grinding Halt,” especially since their 
originals are much stronger. Just listen 

“Sirens,” “Perfect Picture,” hell, all the 

originals on this album, and you’ll see 
what I mean. Easily their best record 

of 2006 at Beerland in Austin, and all 
I could think was they really need to 
tour, and, for sure, come out here to 
California. Only 300 made, so you 

supersecretrecords.com)

MAPES, THE: Self-titled: CD 

proudly. Snotty, poppy, drunky punk. 
Be warned: If you choose to blast this 
really loud around little kids, teachers, 
or your girlfriend, you might be 

MARSHMALLOW COAST: 
Phreak Phantasy: CD
This is an album from a dude who 

Coast solo and with others for more 
than a decade. I used to work for 
a music distributor that distributed 

Orange Twin Records, entitled Ride 
the Lightning. That one didn’t sell 
too much. I have a feeling this won’t 
either. During the time I worked at 
that job, I spent a lot of time playing 
Grand Theft Auto: Vice City, which is 
supposed to take place in the 1980s. 
Anytime you steal a car and drive it 
around, you can listen to various ‘80s 
radio stations, each specializing in a 

generic new wave/dance/synthpop 



station, Wave 103. There were a few 
decent songs on that station from 
bands like Blondie, The Psychedelic 

sub-par lyrics (“Naked chicks here I 
am / Don’t regret it for the rest of your 
life”) and too much of that “I smoke a 
lot of pot with the rest of the members 
of the Elephant Six Collective” 

entirely on that station. This would 
have been more enjoyable if they 

from The Simpsons to sing some of 
these songs (“Hangin’ on a Cloud”). 
It would’ve been just about as good. 
Unfortunately, I would still have had 
to respond just like when he proposed 
to Luann and say, “Eww, no!” 

MARVELOUS DARLINGS: “Shoot 
the Piano Player” b/w “I Want My 
Brand”: 7”
Denim, glitter, platforms, and 
leather of the mind. That’s what the 

plus strutting, pouting, and ‘tude. Ask 

they were listening to pre-’77, and 
they were all about Cooper, Bowie, 
Sweet, T.Rex. It’s about power, taste, 
and shit from a different cosmos. The 

hair, sequins, male lip gloss, and gun 
powder. I’m thinking, considering all 
their output, that they’re standing toe-
to-toe with The Lee Harvey Oswald 
Band: powerpop with glitterglam, 

wham-bam ma’am tendencies done 
right. –Todd (Taken By Surprise, 
takenbysurprise.net)

MAX LEVINE ENSEMBLE, THE: 
OK Smarty Pants: CD
Listening to this album is like taking 

polar, schizophrenic, fourteen-year-
old songwriting genius. The music 
is scribbly, scratchy pop punk that 
is octane-fueled with lots of noise 
and dynamics. Underneath a wall of 
onslaughting voices are some spastic 
melodies that perfectly frame the 
personal reveries. All the tracks feel 
like they have typical pop structures but 
they never play out quite as expected. 
It’s a crazy ride, but if you haven’t heard 

record is a trip worth taking. –N.L. 
Dewart (No Breaks)

METHADONES, THE: Gary Glitter: 7”

this 7” reminded me of was their song, 
“Gary Glitter’s Eyes,” (although their 
song was a play off of The Adverts’ 
“Gary Gilmore’s Eyes.”) Gary Glitter 
being the famous glam rock musician 
who is known for the popular sporting 
event song “Rock’n’roll.” He was 
convicted for having child porn on 
his computer and then again for 
committing obscene acts with minors. 

songwriting affair by giving a nod to 
Glitter-esque rock riffs while their lyrics 
expound on the precarious situation of 

song writing as they deliver catchy riffs 
infused with melodic vocals. The songs 
here are fun but the cover art is still 
probably the best part of this record. 
It has Glitter in sparkly, red-sequined 
attire, posing with his face brimming 
with a cheeky rock’n’roll gaze. –N.L. 
Dewart (It’s Alive)

MIDDLE CLASS TRASH: 
Side Effects: 7”
This is some fairly raging, snotty 

band. It is not quite as strong as 

territory. The single reminded me of 
the Pink Lincolns in some places with 
some melodic, but snotty, parts. Good, 
solid hardcore punk with a download 
card for digital representation. The 
band has a full-length album out as 
well that I’m interested in hearing to 
see how they translate in more than 
just a few songs. Good stuff from an 

middleclasstrash.net)

MUNICIPAL WASTE: 
Massive Aggressive: LP
The best metal band on earth. 
Hands down. I loved Waste ‘Em All.
Hazardous Mutation blew my brain 
balls. The Art of Partying kicked the 
rad up yet another notch, and now 
Massive Aggressive takes things in 
a slightly different direction without 

skate punk catchiness. The “different 
direction” of which I speak is a step 
back in terms of the “party” motif in 
favor of a decidedly more “metal” 
aesthetic. Prior to hearing the record, 
this notion made me somewhat 
nervous, The Waste being my go-to 
drunken basement mosh band, but 

listen. While both lyrics and music are 
noticeably more “serious” sounding, 
not for a second does this stray from 
classic Waste territory. It’s simply 
a heavier, more (for lack of a more 
clever adjective) aggressive record, 
which I’m certainly not going to 

–Dave Williams (Earache)

NERVESKADE: Acid Attak: EP
Super noisy and blown-out hardcore 
punk rock from this Portland audio 
terrorist unit. Blur and blurrier are the 
only tempos you get here. The guitar 
is a wash of white noise over drums 
that resemble the sound of knocking 
on a door—perhaps the door to hell—
and the vocals are distant sounding, 
as though he’s shouting from down 
the hallway. Simplistic lyrics on war, 
the system, and the hellish grind of 
life. This description may turn off 
those who like their music to consist 
of pretty notes and non-offensive 
subject matter, but for the initiated, 
those in the know, this record is 
something to pick up and crank up. 

Confuse, Disorder, Gai, Larm, and the 



rest, time to storm the record racks! 

NEW CREASES: Self-titled: CDEP

Boy/girl vocals; super catchy! Some 
of this really reminds me of Black 
Rainbow, without the growly vocals. 
Actually, could picture this band 
touring with any Iggy-Scam-backed 
band—Shotwell, Black Rainbow, 

just another way of saying that I really, 
really like this band! Plus a great
Jawbreaker cover (“The Boat Dreams 
from the Hill”). If it were a cereal, 

rock than pop punk, but with plenty of 
sugar-coated melodic yumminess! Use 
your allowance money on this one! 

NO FRIENDS: Self-titled: LP
I recently had the distinct pleasure of 

at a rad punk bar in Cologne, 
Germany, which resulted in a night of 

rock element to their songwriting, 
particularly in Tony’s vocal delivery, 
but I guess it never occurred to me 

Disaster Squad backing him up, makes 

on a steady diet of American hardcore. 

It’s not unusual then, that this LP is a 
far cry from The Waste’s thrash assault. 

an abundance of Descendents-style 
melodies and a dark-yet-poppy overall 

TSOL presents something entirely new 
for all the dudes in this band. The most 

Tony singing with plenty of style and 
melody. This is a surprising and totally 

Hopefully it’s not a one-off thing. 

NOMOS: Self-titled: EP

band’s name. It’s barely noticeable on 
the sticker placed on the plastic sleeve 
and it’s nowhere to be found anywhere 
on the cover or record labels. But it 
didn’t take much effort to get into 
this slab of wax. No Comment would 

Nomos come across as more energetic 
and even more pissed-off, if you can 
imagine that. It’s been a while since I’ve 
heard any blast beats in hardcore and 
hearing these guys mix it in perfectly 
makes me wonder why more bands 
don’t do this. Ah, yes, “power violence” 
is a dirty word in some circles. But, look, 
let’s all get past these stupid genre labels 
and appreciate what we have here: well 
done, brutal hardcore that sounds like 
it’s swinging around a sledge hammer 
and contact with your skull is imminent. 
–Juan Espinosa (Deranged)

OS HAXIXINS: Self-titled: CD
OS Haxixins is a Brazilian band on 
Get Hip Records. Like a lot of indie 
labels, Get Hip has a built-in audience. 
So, if you like straightforward garage 
rock (and Get Hip’s roster), then OS 
Haxixins are your boys. These guys 
play on ‘60s equipment, take band 
shots in homage to Love’s De Capo
record, and adorn their debut album 
with cover art in the vein of the 13th

to hand it to the group. OS Haxixins 
quite obviously love this Nuggets riff-
raff more than most Americans, and it 
has to be hard to get this shit across to 
Brazilian audiences (although I know 
the Ramones were demigods there). 
Personally, the by-the-numbers garage 
rock revival movement does nothing 
for me. I love Easter Everywhere and 
The Piper at the Gates of Dawn more 
than my mother, which is why I’m not 

and Syd Barrett’s music. The music of 
the ‘60s was revolutionary; it embodied 
the anything-goes lifestyle of the time, 

synthesizer and phasing techniques 
expanding the capabilities of music. So 
the fetish to replicate a time in music 
that was anything but staid—down 
to the T—is both perplexing and 
annoying. –Ryan Leach (Get Hip)

PAINT IT BLACK: Surrender: 7”

and much like their last full-length, 
New Lexicon, equal parts Damaged-

modern sounds of melodic hardcore 

this single to be less satisfying than 

If I had to pin it on a single factor, it 
seems like they are less interested in 
solid melodic progressions and more 
focused on fast tempos and obtuse 
breakdowns, which felt much more 
balanced on my previous exposure to 

Chords, fatwreck.com)

PELIGRO SOCIAL / TV EVANGELISTS:
Split: 7”
If I’m not mistaken, this is Peligro 

recordings of a band that members of 
PS went onto. With their side, Peligro 
Social fucking nailed it. Old school 

Yeah, that might be romanticizing it a 
little, but it’s really solid stuff. If you’d 
have told me when I was sixteen that 
Chode would ever move outta Newhall 
and be in a band this good, I just would 
have laughed. TV Evangelists have 

more driving, with a heavy SoCal 

usual with Tankcrimes, great art and 
packaging. –Daryl (Tankcrimes)

PG-13S, THE: Get Back: 7”
No surprises here: Is there any chance 
in hell that a band named the PG-13s 
is not gonna be pop punk? Semi-snotty 
vocals, a song called “Winona,” and a 
bass player named Ska Jeff—you make 



the call. Not any better or worse than 
most other bands of this style, but not 

This single has a download card for 
digital representation. Good, solid pop 
punk. If you dig the Riptides, Vapids, 
Copyrights, etc., you will want to be 
all over this Canadian pop punk group 

PINE HILL HAINTS, THE: Self-titled: LP
With always-accelerating technology 
comes a sadness. It’s not a “kids these 
days don’t know shit” lament. It’s a 
true sadness that a mode of listening 
to music is largely considered a 
niche mentality, an outmoded way of 
enjoyment in an accelerated society. It’s 
a grey day, I open up the windows, feel 
the chilled air, put on a Haints record, 
let it wash over me, and let it soak in. It 

coffee, put my feet up, watch branches 

songs. I’m not skipping tracks. I’m not 
looking at lighted bars representing 
the pulse of sound. I’m not itching for 
what’s next, but what’s developing in 
front of me. Try to push back some of 
the ache. Try to clear out a little bit of 
my brain. I’m listening to an album; 
trusting the talented Haints to take me 
on a journey. I’m on their time. I’m in 
their vehicle of conveyance and I don’t 
want to parse it down to milliseconds 
or favorites. I want the full thirty or 
forty minutes, the sequence, the sound 

over. The Haints are a traditional 
band: wash tub bass, banjo, mandolin, 

washboard, saw, play-while-standing 
drums. They mix originals, covers, and 
traditionals, removing sentimentality 
and replacing it with respect and DIY 
energy. Here’s the thing; I listened to 
this record on CD several times and it 
sounded like tin foil around leftovers. 
The vinyl record sounds like food 

PINHEAD GUNPOWDER: Self-titled: 7”
Has it seriously been almost a decade 
since this band put anything out? 

that belts out two gemy gems from this 

that other dude. You know, that one 

PLEXI 3: Tides of Change: CD
This twelve-song album feels like 

Sweet and the old Denver band Dressy 
Bessy. It sounds like the music lessons 
paid off and these guys and gal, as they 

the fuzzed guitar tones and psychedelic 
album art isn’t going to make the 
music any good. I’m assuming Plexi 3 
is trying to ride the indie wave of The 

vocals and layered instrumentation, 
but they fall short on delivering the 

PSYCHED TO DIE: Year One: CD
Hot rod punk rock that burns its bridges 
and never looks back. If you like Angry 
Samoans, The Adolescents, and Circle 

Jerks you will love this platter. But PTD 
bring their own style to the proceedings. 

on this bad boy. Two EPs and their 

wall faceblast. “Permanent Solution” 
equals buy Year One. Tomorrow. –Sean 

PTERADON / THE NEW TRUST: 
Split: 7”
When I was a kid, there were these 
index card-sized collectible cards that 
came on glossy, heavy card stock and 
had pictures of different animals with a 
bunch of facts about them. This record 
sleeve reminds me of those cards: bright, 
glossy pictures on heavy card stock with 
pictures of a turtle on the Pteradon side, 
some birds on the New Trust side, and a 
dog on the inner sleeve. Anyway, what 
you have here with these two bands are 
a bunch of songs that we would have 
probably called emo ten years ago. 

and you’re on the right track. Pteradon 
does theirs with raspy, Jeff Ott-esque 

keyboard bleeps and bloops mixed in 
with some hardcore breakdowns to give 
it a little weight. The New Trust seems 

nostalgic for the days when the bands 
on Big Wheel Recreation ruled the 
pages of Punk Planet, then this might be 
the release for you. –Jeff Proctor (Silver 
Sprocket, springmanrecords.com)

RAD COMPANY / SOK: Split: 7”
Yay! Sok play fast, catchy punk 
rock, ideally suited for one of those 
basement show experiences where 
you walk away thinking, “Yes! This 
is why I love punk rock!” I really 
can’t imagine anyone not liking them! 
As for Rad Company, I want to like 
them more than I do, but I just can’t 
get behind super growly vocals! So, 
when they drop the growly parts and 
are just super fast, catchy, and crazy, 
I think this band is awesome, but then 
they come back again, and I change my 

of lyrics about low wage jobs, like Rad 
Company’s “Worker’s Constipation” 

(Team Human)

RANDOM CUTS:
Rat Capacity: 7”
Sleep: 7”
Make Damage: 7”
Postpunk meets no wave somewhere 
in the middle and the results are pretty 
good. Not some mere retro act, Random 
Cuts use the past as a foundation and 
build something of their own on the 
ruins. Catchy rhythms, despite being 
minimal, set everything in motion, 
with guitars that are discordant without 

single, “Rat Capacity,” is the most 
subdued of the three. The second 
single, with the A-side, “Sleep,” is 

the vocals are more direct and in your 
face, so to speak. However, the most 
interesting song of this whole set is the 



takes the vocal duties. The pace is 
lurking, the vocals have a withdrawn 
quality, and the repeating of “There’s 
a weirdo on the corner” puts things 
in a very different light. I recommend 
getting all three singles at once. Doing 
so, you can listen to the progression of 

bare bones, and the other two start to 

any of the edge. Seriously good stuff. 

REAL NUMBERS, THE: EP: 7”

rock. Effortless strumming, easy to 
remember sing-a-long lyrics, and toe-
tapping drums that don’t skimp on the 
crashing cymbals make this a fun one. 
–Jeff Proctor (Bachelor)

REIGNING SOUND: 
Love and Curses: CD
On Love and Curses, Greg Cartwright 
proves once again why he’s one of 
rock’s great songwriters. Lyrically, the 

territory—notably strained relationships 
and alienation—which he handles with 
the grace of a young Gene Clark. The 
treble and distortion found on Too Much 
Guitar has been quieted on Love and 
Curses. This outing’s production values 
and oscillation between rockers and 
slow songs has more in common with 
Time Bomb High School
this new version of the Reigning Sound 

is tight. Lance Wille (drums) and David 
Wayne Gay (bass) had big shoes to 

rhythm section of Greg Roberson and 
the phenomenal Jeremy Scott. And 
Wille and Gay more than pass the test—

to hand it to Cartwright for assembling 
such a formidable band (rounded out by 
the impressive Dave Amels), something 
he’s done since day one of the Reigning 
Sound. Cartwright has an undeniable 
gift. He continues to write songs that 
could’ve come out of the Brill Building. 
I can think of no other album out this 
year that deserves your attention more 
than Love and Curses. –Ryan Leach (In 
the Red)

REVENGE OF THE MORMONS: 
Self-titled: CD
Naturally, this band’s name had me 
curious, but an Internet search did not 

although the back of the CD does feature 
a drawing of someone holding the Book 

there’s no way this band is in love with 
Joseph Smith. Basic, fast-ish punk rock, 

sin!), being broke, and other related 
topics. I like my music catchy, and this 
just didn’t do it for me. If this were a 
cereal, it’d be Oat Bran. Just don’t like 

RF7: Hatred on the Rise: CD

do it all over again, thirty years after 

.
Like clockwork, every few years a new 

A ton of past and present members of 

a fashionable rocker. Naysayers will 
yawn at these aged dudes trying to 
keep up with hardcore, but it’s a ton of 
fucking fun, especially the danceable 
title track. Count me in. –Art Ettinger 

RINGERS: Hurry Up and Wait: 12” EP
Let me preface this shit by saying that 
I’m not a completist. I liked some of 
their previous bands’ work more than 
I liked Ringers’ material, though I 
thought there was a vast improvement 

their second. Thing is—and I don’t 
know if it’s time, a serious stepping 
up of craft, or the format itself (seven 
songs on a 12”), but Hurry Up And Wait
easily blows both LPs out of the water. 
All the songs have room to breathe 
here, and what came across as static or 
a little run-of-the-mill in the past has 
been sharpened and transformed into 
some really rugged, bad-ass, anthemic 
songwriting. I get Todd’s comparison 
of Bent Outta Shape and The Clash 
now—there’s that same snarl coupled 

exuberant catchiness. These tunes 
come across more like rough-hewn 
folk songs (and I mean that in the sense 
of a very misleading simplicity, how 
goddamn joyful this noise is) juiced 

up to ten than anything else. They just 
nailed it here. Totally awesome record. 

RINGERS: Hurry up and Wait: 12” EP
Well-made, earnest, and entirely 
listenable melodic street punk from 
Boston. Like watered down whiskey, 
the record is rough around the edges and 
smooth going down. But here’s the deal: 
if you’re like me you don’t want water in 
your whiskey and you don’t want your 
punk to go down smooth. You want it 
to knock you on your ass. There is no 
ass knocking here. I kept waiting for it, 
like the album title told me, but the ass-
knocking never came. It just made me 
sad. Now melodic doesn’t always mean 
mellow, but here it does. Big time. It 

more if it didn’t keep reminding me of 

way better and they actually rocked. 
–Jim Ruland (1-2-3-4 Go!)

RUMSPRINGER / SLEEP LIKE A DOG: 
Split: 7” EP
Rumspringer: Saw these guys turn in 

so I naturally picked this out of the 
review pile. Two tracks from ‘em 
here, both catchy bits of poppy punk 
that. Nice enough to make me wanna 
hear more. Sleep Like A Dog: They 
follow along the same lines as their 
record mates here, though the heavy 
Japanese accents make the lyric sheet 
indispensable. –Jimmy Alvarado 



RVIVR: Derailer: 7”
Here’s the scoop: two songs: one song 
an acoustic version that will show up 
all done out on a future full-length. 
The other: some of the best DIY, 
community-conscience, melodically 
inclined, dual-male-female-vocal 
pop punk that hosts both a trumpet 
part and some ridiculously powerful 
(both auditory and symbolically) gang 
vocals, you’ll hear all year. I’m not 
lying. I’m not even really joking. Once 
again, RVIVR seem make big waves 
off a small platform. Impressive. 
–Daryl (Rumbletowne)

SATURDAY’S KIDS: Demo: CD
I’m not really sure how to describe this 
band. The music is melodic, slightly 
“quirky” mid-tempo post punk, I 
guess. These folks are no strangers 
to early ‘90s Dischord bands, that’s 
obvious. The vocals certainly leave 
something to be desired, however. 

suggest, but kinda obnoxious, as 
opposed to the requisite strained, 
passionate thing you’d expect from 
a band of this ilk. Anyway, it’s not 
terrible, but there are a lot of bands 
doing this kinda thing who happen to 
be doing it better. Cool lyrics and rad 
handmade packaging, though. –Dave 
Williams (Self-released)

SEASICK: Ennui: 7”
Thick, dark hardcore from New 

that comes through in the melodic 
leads and adventurous, but smooth, 

tempo changes. You can tell that the 
guys in Seasick are great musicians; 
the playing is tight with technical 

concentrate on kicking ass instead 
of impressing you with shredding 
or weird time signatures. If you like 
skewed hardcore like Born Against, 
His Hero Is Gone, or Deadguy, there’s 

Each side has two songs that run into 
one another, and if I hadn’t looked at 
the insert, I would have just thought 

this record. Also, if I hadn’t looked 
at the insert, I wouldn’t have seen the 
grouchy, “I hate the scene” lyrics. Hey 
chief, if you can’t go on with your 
life, then cheer up—your band just 
put out a ripshit record. –CT Terry 
(Headcount, headcountrecords.com)

SERVO: Everything: CD

compiled! This band was a favorite 
of mine for the duration of their 
short existence from 1997-2000. It 
all started for me with their Blueprint
7” and the full-length, Everything’s 

 CD. Both got heavy rotation 
in my house. A dreamy blend of 
infectious melodies and strong pop 

cheery feeling with a hint of despair 

are delivered with innocence and a 
striking, honest quality. The bass stood 
out for me as the driving force of the 
songs, while the guitar complimented 
and added texture to the songs. The 

tie everything together. So glad to 

that I missed and the unreleased tracks 
are a bonus. Hope a renewed interest 
in the band emerges so that a reunion 
is possible. –Donofthedead (Crackle)

SHANG-A-LANG: Sad Magic: LP 
Shang-A-Lang is one of the few bands 
that I actively check in on every few 
months to make sure I haven’t missed 
any releases. I stumbled upon their 

released. It was amazing stuff, and 
with every release their momentum just 

friends to have a copy of this record and 
waited forever for someone else to get a 
damn copy so we could talk about how 
good it was. If I had the money, I would 
buy everyone I know a copy, but I’m 
poor and I’d be lucky if this convinces 
someone, somewhere to buy a copy. So, 

SHANGHAI WIRES: 
Upsetter Democracy: LP

you spend the mid- to late-‘90s as I 

Witmer/Lohrman and company like 
it was gold? And, have you been in 
Stitches withdrawal ever since they 
went inactive, at least on vinyl? Then 
Shanghai Wires may well be the band 
for you. They may be from England, 
but they have clearly soaked up the 

vintage Southern California punk rock 
vinyl so much that it courses through 
their veins as much as any of their 

have any criticisms about this at all, 
it would be that I wish the mix had 
a little more bottom end to it. Other 
than that, I’ve played this many times 
through and it more than holds its own. 

mcdrecords.com)

SHIELDS UP: Self-titled: CD

Edinburgh, Scotland. It’s tough and 
tight without resorting to youth crew 
clichés. The second guitar player 
keeps it bigger than power chords, 
adding some interesting melodic bits. 
At thirteen songs in just under twenty-

leaves you panting. Good shit. –CT 
Terry (Wasted State, wastedstate.com)

SHITTY LIMITS, THE: 
Beware the Limits: LP

impact of a completely focused punk 
band getting down to the business of 

Limits affect the little-understood 
glandular and deep brain systems. 
Pituitary punk rock? Endocrine 
rock’n’roll? Insect instinct? There’s an 
amazing amount of post-shorn sheep 
of notes, a chopping down to the inner 
rings of trees, and an ammunition-
like reassembly in Beware the Limits,
all ready for the right crack, plunge, 
or push for the shaped explosions to 



burst into deep places in your body for 

like bursts, swapping funkiness for 

on. –Todd (Sorry State)

SHORTCUTS, THE: 30 Pack: CD

songs about relationships (duh, it’s 
pop punk!), including a Carbonas 
reference! Yay! The local comparison 
would be the Soviettes. With “Hey! 
Hey! Hey!” and “Come on! Come on!” 
back-up vocals! I’m really glad that 
the current pop punk revival has way 
more girl-led bands than the original 
Lookout heyday. (I’m not saying that 
I want Ben Weasel to be a girl, but 
you know what I mean!) If this were a 

(Self-released)

SILLA ELECTRICA: Hundir: 7” EP
Raw, straightforward punk rock from 

they’re plenty pissed about something. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Blind Owl)

SLUDGEWORTH: 
Insubordination Fest 2008: CD
Incredible sounding live document of 
this band’s performance in Baltimore, 

before, I thought I knew what to expect. 
Think again. These guys pulled out all 
the stops during this set and I started 
getting kind of emotional about it all. 
I had to tell my festival cohorts that it 

was just Natty Bo that had gotten in my 
eyes, not a manmade substance. This is 
a sweet bookend to their studio work. 
Buy the bundle with the DVD for 
extra cheap. No, this is not hyperbole 

by the fact that my brother is featured 
prominently in the CD insert picture. 
He is wearing sunglasses. –Sean 

SNAZZY BOYS, THE: Self-titled: CD
Punchy and, yes, snazzy punk rock 
here, courtesy of four strapping Italian 
lads who deliver some catchy tunes. 
They could handily share bills with 
the Briefs and the Regulations with 
nary a problem. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(nofrontteeth.net)

SNUGGLE / NO HIGH 5S 2 BULLSHIT: 
Split: 7”
Snuggle: like their regional brethren—
Drunken Boat—they take the California 
pop punk sounds and warp them into 

depression, resentment, and piss-in-
your-lemonade punk. Two salvaged 
tracks from a doomed recording session 
a couple years back. “Sometimes things 
don’t work out so good.” I guess not. 
NH52BS: sure, plenty of people rip 
Tiltwheel off. Plenty. Of. People. But 
NH52BS do it with style. Incorporating 
heavier guitar parts that sludge through 
the grooves, more in common with 
fellow Denvernians Git Some, than 
Burritofornia. Spot on stuff. I declare 
this to be the moodiest pop punk split 7” 
of the year. –Daryl (1-2-3-4 Go!)

SOMETHING FIERCE: 
There Are No Answers: LP

hidden wetness, and darkness. Some’ll 
kill you outright. Some, it takes years 
to get into your lungs, and, even then, 
the malady may be hard to diagnose. 
You’re taking a shower one day, and 
unexpectedly die when a lung collapses. 

power pop halogens into the dark, slick, 
icky madness below, their songs don’t 
sound like bubblegum. They sound like 
bubblegum and jammed circular saws, 
lengths of too-short rope, and spats of 

Cole of The Lollipop Shoppe, and an 
excellent new century punk pop band got 
together, I imagine it’d sound something 

something I’ve been looking forward 
to hearing for years without realizing it. 
Highly recommended. –Todd (Dirtnap)

SPASTIC PANTHERS: 
Rock’n’roll Beasts: 7” EP
This 7” is eight songs full of blitzing, 
straight ahead punk. These guys play tight 
in the pocket with some great stand alone 
bass interludes, a la “Spastic Panther 
Anthem” and “The Ballad of Joey 
Ramone.” It reminds me of 7 Seconds, 
especially with Spastic Panther’s 
peep song lyrics in their song “Stand 
Strong.” –N.L. Dewart (Handsome Dan, 
handsomedanrecords.com)

SPITS, THE: IV: LP
Listening to the Spits is riding with 
the Spits. Riding with The Spits is like 

being inside a beat-up late ‘70s Nova 
where both the driver and navigator 
are both barely lucid enough to not 
sideswipe a church, always arrive at 
their target destination a little frayed, 
but are capable of delivering of a 
collection of sharp razors. (This time, 
a great album of ten songs.) Somehow, 
through simple, well-worn denim 
jacket aesthetics—Ramones, paranoia, 
punk-as-a-gang, smelly armpit, no-

are able to simultaneously create both 
the exact same album as the previous 
three, yet be able to expand on them 
like mold growing on the inside of 
a record sleeve that gets into your 
ears every time the vinyl’s pulled 
out, plopped down, and spun around. 
(Here’s my theory: the Spits have one 
album. They’re still making it. This is 
the fourth installment of a larger work. 
Thus, the same name for each album so 

–Todd (Thrift Store / Recess)

STOLEN HEARTS: Heart Collector: 7”
I am always excited to check out a new 
Douchemaster release! This is a label 
that always seems to pick the best stuff 
to release, particularly in the overdone 
and half-assed realm of power pop. 
This is one of my all time favorite 
styles of music, but I have been burnt 
out on it for several years, so it takes 
a lot to perk up my ears at this point. 
The Stolen Hearts are fantastic—great 
songs, great production, and excellent 

than sounding “vintage” or wearing 



the right clothes is key, and this band 
comes through in spades. Reminds 

which is always a good thing. Order 
this immediately and be sure and pick 

Douchemaster while you are at it. 

STREET EATERS: 
We See Monsters: 12”EP
Six songs by two Bay Area folks who 
resurrect the off-kilter punk aggression 

and screaming through the well 
thought-out energy, simplicity, and 
harmony of This Bike Is A Pipebomb 
and Shellshag. The 12” format allows 
this band to construct songs that 
pick a direction and slowly—yet 

Zen Arcade-type way, as opposed to 

release, just would have appreciated 
more than six songs on the record. 
–Daryl (Bakery Outlet)

SUGAR STEMS: Beat Beat Beat: 7”
I’m not sure what a sugar stem is, but 
it doesn’t matter. What matters is that 
this band is amazing! Super catchy 
power pop/pop punk. Two songs. 
Both so catchy, great vocals (vocal 

Riff Randells-ish, and quite possibly 
better than the Riff Randells, which 
is quite the feat! Plus they’re from 

cover art features teeth playing guitar 
and drums while holding a lollipop! 

Loops! Yum! Yum! Yum! If this band 
released an LP, I can’t imagine it not
being in my top ten of the year, unless 
NoBunny released ten LPs! If you like 
power pop and you don’t get this, you 

SUNNYSIDE / THE LEGENDARY SAN 
DIEGO CHARGERS: Split: 7”
Both bands: Lyrically, a constantly 
revolving door of happiness to sadness, 
resolute conviction to desperation, 
exultation to exhaustion. Is partying 
still partying? “Is this fun still fun 
anymore?” It’s the musical equivalent 
to not-quite-right-tasting but well-

on drinking it and wash hate down, burp 
up some love, and try your best to not to 

think along the lines of Dan Padilla, 
Tiltwheel—kindest devils you’ll 
ever meet, or badly bruised angels? 
The Legendary San Diego Chargers: 

like to express the following sentiment 
to the West Coast: just because a show 
is free, whenever a touring band plays, 
pass the fuckin’ hat. Good wishes do 

play a full house show, then walk away 
more broke than when you walked in. 

dumbnuts. –Todd (It’s Alive)

TAKERS, THE: Taker Easy: CD
Hot damn, this band is fantastic! 

started a new band called The Takers 
and put out one of the strongest full-
length albums in recent years. Coming 
on very much like Uncle Tupelo with 

The River and the Weight will want to 
be all over this band. I have to admit 
I am an absolute sucker for this style, 
but bands must have the songwriting 
chops to pull it off. The Takers have 
all the songwriting they need and 
plenty to spare for lesser groups. This 
record also works extremely well as 
an album. With no particular standout 
song, it is just a great batch of songs 
that makes me play it over and over 
again. I know it seems roots rock/alt 
country is becoming another punk rock 
retirement plan, but as long as there 
are bands this good I will welcome the 
trend. Enough of this review business; 

TEENAGE BOTTLEROCKET: 
They Came from the Shadows: CD
I’ve seen Teenage Bottlerocket a 

time I’ve actually had one of their 
albums to listen to (unless you count 
the Lillington’s CD someone lent me). 
They Came from the Shadows pretty 

from seeing them live: they’re kickass. 
Normally, I’m not a fan of Ramones-
core stuff—the area in which I would 
say Teenage Bottlerocket is pretty 

sounds too formulaic and recycled. 

Teenage Bottlerocket are so good at 
churning out catchy, 4/4 punk with 

favorite songs have to be “Not Ok,” 

song on the album “Without You.” To 
elaborate on the “Without You” love for 
a second, it’s the type of sappy, broken 
heart song that lyrically is about the 
farthest thing from tough, but the fact that 
it’s played fast makes it okay for dudes 
to blast loud (while crying on the inside). 
The total skate punk anthem “Skate 

Goes Nutzoid” are pretty rad tuneage, 
tambien. This album is worth checking 
out. Interesting side note, the song “They 
Came from the Shadows” has almost the 
exact same melody as the Pointed Stick’s 

TENEMENT: 
“Ice Pick” b/w “Summer Street”: 7”
It’s not Tenement’s fault that I’ve been 

and I don’t want this to come off as a 

are a trio, play catchy, multi-moded 
punk rock, really do rock, but with 

thing. In much the same way that songs 
off of Zen Arcade work, the listener 
can totally zone out from and be totally 
involved in a song at the same time. 
There’s an incessant, implied buzz and 
a careful harvest of notes all the way 
through, from a full-on assault, to the 
quieter times, to when the instruments 
go for interesting walks. Side A’s the 



more direct blast pop track. Side B’s 
the exploration without the wank. This 
shit’s wide open. Go Neenah, WI. 

TEST PATTERNS, THE: 
Blackout: 12” EP

expectations for cool bands to a 
minimum. And then I heard the new 

why shouldn’t bands get better and 
better with each record? Yeah they 
had a rad 7”, didn’t burn rubber, but 
was exciting and fun; made the guys 
having sex in my alley stop and listen. 
The new 12” smokes. Essential new 
wave punk sounds for our times, 
memorable tunes, and smooth vocals 

with vital energy I’m not getting from 
enough other bands. It’s not enough 
to plug in the keyboard, people. You 
gotta provide the electricity. Is that 
cheesy? Whatever, I love this fast 
little record. –Speedway Randy 
(Tic Tac Totally)

TIM VERSION, THE / USED KIDS/ 
PRETTY BOY THORSON/ NINJA GUN: 
Split: 7”
This spilt is jack-of-all-trades jaunt 
that blasts forward with side A only to 
careen into side B, which simpers down 
into some sleepy time alt country tunes. 

for the fact that it’s a “Willie and the 
Hand Jive” rip off chord progression. 
–N.L. Dewart (ADD)

TIT PATROL: Gets Less Worse…: CDR

seeing this was, “Sweet lord, that’s 
a terrible name.” Then, upon trying 
to listen to it, it was already in bad 
enough shape that I couldn’t listen 
to it in my stereo, and I started to 

after listening, thought, “This is okay, 
short, fast-paced pop punk, with 

all the songs under a minute, branch 
out musically a little, really embrace 
your goofy side, and this will totally 
rule. I stand by the name part, though. 

madisonundergroundpress.com)

TONGAN DEATH GRIP: Self-titled: 7”

training (sitting on the couch watching 

Tongan Death Grip is a chokehold 
on your enemy’s Adam’s apple that 
render’s him speechless and prone. 
This record is so fucking good (think 

Canada) that I’m speechless (I can 
handle the prone part on my own, 

Ruland (House Party)

TURKISH TECHNO / ANCHOR, THE: 
Split: 7”
Both bands here represent the same 
sound: big, fast, ballsy punk pop in the 

sums up the common man reality in the 
potent and poignant track “So Long 

and Thanks for the Nice Christmas” 
with bone true lyrics such as “I’ve 
found brand new ways to fuck it all up 
again.” On the other side, The Anchor 
rips it up with the stand out track 
“It’s Last Call,” where they crank out 
adrenaline-fueling palm mutes seeped 
in sugary sweet octave riffs. –N.L. 
Dewart (ADD)

UNIT F: American Shutdown: CD

regime is gone. If you put pictures 
of George, Don, Condi, and Dick in 
your liner notes you just come across 
as dated. I guess, after listening to 
your music, you like things that are 
dated. This is California skater punk 
done without much originality. They 
drop Greg Hetson’s name a bit, if that 
means anything. (He played on one 
track on this.) I had to listen to this in 
small doses, as it was too boring to get 
through in one sitting. I don’t know 
who’s taking all the good music at 

leave some scraps for the guys that 
live far away and get their stuff sent 
to them? Pretty please? –Ryan Horky 

USELESS WOODEN TOYS: 
Self-titled: 2 x EP
The thing that immediately stands out 
is the contrasting vocal styles. One is 
standard hardcore style, and the other 

thinking of bands like Spazz, but the 
grind vocals are more wrecked here. 

Capitalist Casualties with the lyrical 
style of Scholastic Deth. Thrashing 
skate violence. You get two EPs of this 
stuff. Not exactly mind-blowing, but 
not horrible either. One of the singers, 
Chris Johnson, was unfortunately 
murdered by some redneck at a show 
a while back, so this record stands as a 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 7”

was going to be a crusty one, not 
only because it’s called “Patches,” 
but also because it says it’s “for the 
virgin haus punks.” Wrong I was! 
It’s acoustic—just guitar and vocals. 
The (male) singer has a really nice 
voice and the lyrics are funny and 
poignant. Like it. Guitar Bomb: This 

second on side A and totally different 

rock sound, and dancey in that punky, 
garagey way. Very short. Really dig it. 
Rhythm kind of reminds me of “Neat 
Neat Neat” by the Damned. Endless 

“In Like a Lion, Out Like a Light,” is 
apparently about the evils of money 
and how it holds us back; who will 

to the status quo. There is a suggestion 
in the liner notes that for further 
discussion on the subject, one can 
read “Accounting and the Virtues of 
Anarchy,” if that helps as an additional 
indicator of the song’s content. I felt 
that it’s a bit melancholy—there’s a 
sweet piano part that lends itself to 



that. I guess, overall, I’d call it a rock 
song. I wasn’t super into it myself, 
but it’s well done and I feel what he’s 
singing about. Wingnut Dishwashers 

did his job)” is an acoustic song with 
guitar and vocals that have a scratchy 
sound somewhat reminiscent of Tom 

line: “I know you’ve got to be a little 
crazy to believe that we shall be free, 
but I’m insane, and I’m not alone. 
Unless it’s just the punk rock (yeah!) 
show talking….” Indeed, sometimes 
the punk rock shows do talk! I reckon 
this would be nice as a sing-a-long, 
and it’s enthusiastic. I wasn’t dying to 
hear more, but it’s not bad. –Jennifer 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
A Product of Six Cents 2: CD
These days, I’m pretty skeptical of 
old genres being resurrected, simply 
because they tend to get watered 
down over time and the new bands 
seem more a pose than anything 
else. Back in the ‘90s, I was way 
into what has become known as 
powerviolence. There wasn’t much 
happening in aggressive and brutal 
music within punk during that 
time. There was crust and grind, 
but that shit gets dull quick. Then 
there’s screamo, and that stuff gets 
annoying as hell, not to mention it’s 
just emo with a bit more volume. 
The hardcore of the time was mostly 
metal bands and straight-edge 
bands. Stuff with no guts. So, along 

come bands like Crossed Out, No 

Of Interest, and a bit later, Spazz, and 
the whole West Bay Doom Ryderz 
thing like Agents Of Satan, and No 
Less. These bands were the perfect 
antidote to the blandness of  “’90s 
‘hardcore.” Ugly, brutal, socially 
unacceptable, loud, abrasive, and 
just about any other vile descriptive. 
Eventually that scene “died off” 
in the late ‘90s as “thrashcore” or 
“bandana thrash” was taking off. 
That scene died about four years 
later, and powerviolence was being 
resurrected again. Doesn’t take long 
for genres to get recycled these days. 
Anyway, long story short, I was 
expecting this compilation of largely 
powerviolence bands to suck. Turns 
out, this is actually pretty good. No 
one is doing anything new, and with 
a lot of the bands it’s pretty obvious 
who they’re trying to emulate in their 
sound and artwork (a lot of Charles 
Bronson wannabes). But the music is 
raging, and that’s what counts in the 

A Product of Six Cents comp, while 
the remaining nine tracks are the 

which came out back in 1997. Bands 
that stood out most are: Coke Bust, 
George Harrison, A.N.S., Rocket 
Attack, Asshole Assassination 
Squad, and xBrainiax, as well as the 
veteran bands like Spazz, Ansojuan, 

Six Cents / To Live A Lie)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
Dangerous Intersections V: 7”
Another addition to the Dangerous 
Intersections series. Letter V features 
Troublemake, The Legendary San 
Diego Chargers, Shang-A-Lang, and 
Andrew Jackson Jihad. I think my 
main complaint with 4-way 7”s in how 
brief they are. And the usual lack of 
continuity leaves me feeling like I’m 
at a party where no one knows each 
other. But a song is a song. And a 7” 
is still a 7”. Biggest and best surprise: 
Legendary San Diego Chargers. 

via dudes who know what the fuck 
they’re doing. Second best thing: 
I was really surprised when Chris 

band Space Cookie. If you like Space 
Cookie, you’ll love this Shang-A-Lang 
song. Hell, if you like Shang-A-Lang 
and you’ve never heard Space Cookie: 
look ‘em up. Troublemake follows 
through with some pop punk that 
would probably make a much better 
impression if it was on an EP of their 

to be completely unlistenable. A slow, 

Be Right” is completely intolerable. 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Nardcore 30 Years 
Later: LP/CD/zine
Labors of love are instantly 
recognizable from the details. The 
packaging on this regional compilation 
is obscenely detailed and lavish 
(down to clear coat and embossing 

on the gatefold), maximizing all three 
formats. It comes with a zine and a 
CD. Thirty years after the formation 
of “Nardcore” (Oxnard + hardcore; 

Los Angeles), its legacy is as thick as 
the overweight splattered vinyl. In the 
early ‘80s, beach community punk was 
formed and based around drinking, 

fucking up, and standing out. Too 

get paid, signed away their rights, and 
teetered on obscurity while bands just 
south of them like Social Distortion, 
Circle Jerks, and The Adolescents 
are in no immediate danger of being 
forgotten. This comp, thirty-six tracks 
(on the CD; less on vinyl) of twenty 
contemporary bands—some of them 
in it for the long haul, like Ill Repute, 

Bomer (RIP)—is a fantastic snapshot 
of a resistant culture. The songs, by 
and large, are ‘80s-style hardcore. Not 

and based on a tough resilience. Taken 
as a whole, it’s a powerful portrait of a 
land that most think as something quick 

and Los Angeles. It’s exactly what a 
comp should be. Nice work. –Todd 
(Burning Tree)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Up End Atom—A 
Tribute to Atom And His Package: CD
This Atom And His Package tribute 



called Hartless Hind. Atom And His 
Package songs sometimes sound too 
much like each other for me, so it is 
cool to hear different takes on them. I 
really liked the cover of “Punk Rock 
Academy” by mc chris. The line 

because he sold punk rock out!” still 
cracks me up. Atom himself contributes 
vocals to the Zambonis cover of 
“Goalie,” though he promises at the 
beginning of the song that appearing 
on his own tribute album is a result of 
him being friends with the band, and 
is not because he has a massive ego. 
Choosing to have bands cover Atom 
And His Package was a great idea. 
The artists all make these songs sound 
different, and they all sound pretty 
good. –Lauren Trout (Hartless Hind, 
hartlesshindrecords.com)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
Wild about Jenkem: 7” EP
Ten bands (eleven if you’re listening 
to the CD-R version of this comp, 
which includes a bonus track from 
Nobunny) playing varying hues of 
punky garage rock, singing about 
the joys of a certain mind-altering 
substance that has raw sewage as a 
primary ingredient. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(killerdillerrecords@gmail.com)

VIDEO DISEASE: Make Me Pure: 7” EP
Some heavy duty thrash-o-rama going 
down here. Two songs a side that 

to take anything in. The band’s tight 
and appropriately over the top. Just 

wish there were a few more tunes on 
here, which I guess can be construed 
as a glowing review, and I’m perfectly 

(cowabungarecords.com)

WET DREAMS, THE: Here Come the 
Wet Dreams: 7”
These kids use ‘50s and ‘60s melodies 
well, to make you shake your hips, 
even when sitting down. Not content 
to just replicate old sounds, they 
distort their music and embrace the 
keyboard and the echo pedal to make 
as much fuzzy, crashing, dancey 
noise as they can. Sounds like a dance 
party crammed into someone’s tiny, 
sweaty kitchen. Good fun. Nice clear 
blue vinyl too! –Samantha Beerhouse 
(Die Slaughterhaus)

WILD THING: Self-titled: 7”
With no idea what this band would 
sound like from the sparse artwork 

song got off to a great-bad start. What 
I mean is that it took three tries of “1-
2-3-4!” to get the band to whip the 
noise into something coherent. It’s 
basic, early, no-fucking-frills catchy 
punk, barely held together, the sort 
that could at any minute spiral off into 
a discordant mess. I can practically 

driving songs on the A side, slow it 

tune (“I can’t stand it/you”) for the B, 
showcasing a little maturity. Listened 
to it two times and a row, then safely 
stowed it in the 7” box. –Samantha 

Beerhouse (Clown College, myspace.
com/clowncollegerecords)

WRISTER / THE NORTH TROLLS: 
Split: 7”
Wrister: This type of stuff rarely comes 
out of my mouth, but, as with everything 
I’ve heard of Atlanta’s Wrister (demos, 
Razorcake Director Toby Tober’s car, 
etc.), I wish it was recorded better 
because I think that a fuller recording 
would reveal a greater power that I can 
almost hear getting mashed around. 
(Like blenders in lucite boxes, a sound 
comes through, but not the roar.). It’s 
catchy anthem DIY punk, parts Hot 

and I wish I didn’t have to squint to 
hear the intricacies. The North Trolls: 
Two bands don’t make a movement, 
but the North Trolls would be a 

Party. DIY punks deconstructing and 
reinventing the Beach Boys: fun, sour, 
bouncy, dark pop that’s comfortable 

upon waking up. –Todd (No Breaks)

YESTERDAY’S RING: 
Diamonds in the Ditch: CD
I have a hard time forming a solid 
opinion about this album because its 

started a country-laced bar band that 
occasionally turned on the distortion. 
That is exactly what this sounds like. 
There are some good moments on the 
album, especially toward the end, but 

the familiar territory outnumbers the 
fresh stuff. The recordings are clean 
and it sounds good, but it mostly 
feels like a road already worn. –Will 

YOLKS, THE: Self-titled: LP
I was sold when I looked at the cover—
a line drawing of the band and their 
equipment careening past the Elston 

sedan. The music sure didn’t let down 
either: good-natured, poppy garage 
rock with ‘50s rock‘n’roll melodies 
and some British Invasion snot. Just 
when the fuzz and buzz starts to get 
monotonous, they throw in a little old 
school rhythm and blues or country. 
What else is there to say? The Yolks are 
no joke! –CT Terry (Bachelor)

YOUNG GOVERNOR: “English Tim” b/
w “In the Heart of a Harem”: 7”
Young Governor, undeniably, has a 
knack for rough-but-buttery pop; it’s 
got a crackling wrapper and a sweet, 
satisfying center; well worth taking 
the time to savor. Part of me wants a 
wee bit higher production so when 
the screams come, they don’t sound 
so tattered-speakers, but the other part 
of me wonders if the charm is from 
everything not being “perfect” and 
just letting it roll. With a trio of backup 
singers, the hit’s “English Tim.” –Todd 
(Static Shock)

Thousands more reviews can be 
found at www.razorcake.org
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C O N T A C T  A D D R E S S E S

• 1-2-3-4 Go!, 419 40th St., 
Oakland, CA 94609
• 608 Kisses, PO Box 781, 
La Crosse, WI 54601
• 643, PO Box 78046, 
Vancouver, BC, V5N 5W1, Canada
• A Product of Six Cents, 420 

• A.D.D., PO Box 8240, 

• Activities, PO Box 510571, 

• Alternative Tentacles, PO Box 

• Bachelor, 5421 Adnet 186, Austria
• Bakery Outlet, PO Box 4054, 

• Big Legal Mess, Bruce Watson, 

• Big Magic, 2901 W 7th St., 
Little Rock, AR 72205
• Blind Owl, 41-08 42nd St. #3B, 
Sunnyside, NY 11104
• Blind Spot, PO Box 40064, 
Portland, OR 97240
• Bomb Blast, PO Box 2608, 

• Bridge Nine,

• Bring Back The Magic, 211 

• Brrapp, 2262 Penlan Ave., 
Simi Valley, CA 93063
• Burning Tree,
10153 Riverside Dr., Suite 247, 
North Hollywood, CA 91602
• Cheapskate, 297 Stoodley Pl., 
Schenectady, NY 12303 
• Cowabunga,
Ave., Claremont, CA 91711
• Crackle, PO Box 528, 

• Crafty, 75 Earley St., 
Bronx, NY 10464
• Dead Uncles, PO Box 206264, 
New Haven, CT 06520
• Deranged,
2700 Lower Rd., Roberts Creek, 
BC, V0N 2W4, Canada
• Die Slaughterhaus, PO Box 
160168, Atlanta, GA 30316
• Diner Junkie, PO Box 1716, 
Buford, GA 30513
• Dirt Cult, 713 Stagecoach Dr., 

• Dirtnap, 2615 SE Clinton St., 
Portland, OR 97202
• DIY Bandits, PO Box 574, 
Shelton, CT 06484
• Douchemaster, PO Box 5209, 
Atlanta, GA 31107
• Durty Mick, 19106 S. Normandie 
Ave. #311, Torrance, CA 90502
• Earache, 4402 11th St. #507A, 
Long Island City, NY 11101

• Ebonics, 77 Tiffany Ave., 

• Eolian, 44 NE Holland St., 
Portland, OR 97211
• Everything Is Ruined, 3552 S. 
Wolcott Ave., Chicago, IL 606069
• Fast Crowd, 3526 29th St., 
San Diego, CA 92104
• Fat Wreck, PO Box 193690, 

• Fistolo, PO Box 2836, 
Upper Darby, PA 19082
• Flat Black, 6191 Santa Catalina, 
Garden Grove, CA 92845
• Force Field, PO Box 26946, 
Richmond, VA 23261
• Frantic City, 31 rue A. Barine, 

• Friends and Relatives, PO Box 
23, Bloomington, IN 47402
• Get Hip, PO Box 666, 
Canonsburg, PA 15317
• Goner, 2152 Young Ave., 

• Grave Mistake, PO Box 12482, 
Richmond, VA 23241
• Green Tape, 316 S. Highland 
Ave., Rockford, IL 61104
• Half Day, PO Box 3381, 
Bloomington, IN 47402
• Halo Of Flies, c/o Cory 
Von Bohlen, 430 E. Lloyd St., 

• HHBTM; PO Box 742, 
Athens, GA 30603
• House Party, 2629 Connolly St., 

• Hovercraft, 300 NW 8th Ave. 
#401, Portland, OR 97209
• In the Red, PO Box 50777, 
LA, CA 90050
• Insubordination, PO Box 2846, 

• It’s Alive, 11411 Hewes St., 
Orange, CA 92869
• Jailhouse, 2807 Bending Oak Dr., 
Hampton, VA 23666
• Joyful Noise, PO Box 20109, 
Indianapolis, IN 46220
• K, PO Box 7154, 
Olympia, WA 98507
• Killer, PO Box 237, 

• Learning Curve, PO Box 18378, 

• Let’s Pretend, PO Box 1663, 
Bloomington, IN 47402
• Livid, PO Box 276132, 

• Longshot, 980 Harrison St., 

• Lunchbox, 1419-A Central Ave., 
Charlotte, NC 28205
• Meatmen, The, PO Box 26112, 

• Meaty Beaty, 980 Harrison St., 

• Merman, PO Box 1055, 
Palmerston, Ontario, N0G 2P0 Canada
• Milk&Chocolate, c/o 
Chris Elster donnersbergerstr. 9b 

• Molsook, PO Box 14704, 
Richmond, VA 25221
• No Breaks, 184 Rogers St. NE 
#301, Atlanta, GA 30317
• No Front Teeth, PO Box 27070 

• No Idea, PO Box 14636, 

• No Sleep, 5142 Warner Ave. No. 
107, Huntington Beach, CA 92649 
• Nominal, 726 Richards St., 
Vancouver, BC, V6B 3A4, Canada
• NotRock; 6 Rock Hollow Rd., 
Dover, NJ 07801
• Nuclear Family, PO Box 3067, 
Albany, NY 12203
• OBZ, 11777 Brazos Way, 
Lindale, TX 75771
• On the Rag, PO Box 251, 
Norco, CA 92860-0251
• Out of Order, PO Box 72775, 
Davis, CA 95617
• Overdose On, PO Box 525, 

• Paramnesia, 4935 Cedar Ave., 
Philadelphia, PA 19143
• Patac, PO Box 2082, 

• Perpetual Motion Machine, The,
PO Box 7401, Richmond, VA 23221
• Phratry, PO Box 14267, 
Cincinnati, OH 45250 
• Provincial State, 10943-65 Ave., 
Edmonton, AB, T6H 1W2, Canada
• Raise Your Fist, 571 St. John Rd., 
Afton, NY 13730
• Rebel Time, 2-558 Upper Gage 
Ave. Suite #162, Hamilton, ON, 
L8V 4J6, Canada
• Recess, PO Box 1666, 
San Pedro, CA 90733
• Relapse, PO Box 2060, 
Upper Darby, PA 19082
• Rumbletowne, PO Box 663, 
Olympia, WA 98507
• Shock To The System, PO Box 

• Snuffy Smiles, 12-A 

• Something Fierce, 5006 
Hardy Rd., Houston, TX 77009
• Sorry State, 1102 N. Greensboro 
St., Carrboro, NC 27510
• Sound Study, PO Box 2761, 

• SP, 2-54-2 Itabashi, Itabashi-ku, 
Tokyo, 1730004, Japan
• Square of Opposition, 2935 

• Squinty Joe, 10 Linchmere Rd.; 

• Starcleaner, 1020 Bushwick Ave., 
Brooklyn, NY 11221
• Static Shock,
13 Bennett Ct., Axminster Rd., 

• Steel Cage, PO Box 29247, 
Philadelphia, PA 19125
• Stubborn, PO Box, 5186, 
New Brunswick, NJ 08903-5186
• Suburban Home, PO Box 40757, 
Denver, CO 80204
• Sudden Death, Cascades 
PO Box #43001, Burnaby, BC, 
V5G 3H0, Canada
• Super Secret, PO Box 1585, 
Austin, TX 78767
• Tankcrimes, PO Box 3495, 
Oakland, CA 94609
• Terra Firma, 8316 Loch Raven 

• Think Fast, 13561 Troia Dr., 

• Tic Tac Totally, PO Box 558383, 
Chicago, IL 60655
• TKO, 8941 Atlanta Ave #505, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92646
• To Live A Lie,
c/o Will Butler, 2825 Van Dyke 
Ave., Raleigh, NC 27607-7021
• Tomorrow Belongs To Us,
PO Box 11563, Portland, OR 97211
• TPV, 627 ½ SW 12th St., 

•
#308, Washington, DC 20002
• Translation Loss, PO Box 419, 
Harleysville, PA 19438 
• True Force, Apartado de correos 

• Two Bit, PO Box 40006, St. Paul, 

• Unrest, Suite 239, 10654-82 AV, 
Edmonton, AB, T6E 2A7, Canada
• Volcom,

• Wall Ride, 4401 Ethel Ave., 

• Warbird, 165 Courtland St. Suite 
A-213, Atlanta, GA 30303
• Whisper In Darkness, PO Box 
40113, Portland, OR 972400113
• Wicked Witch,

Amsterdam, The Netherlands
• Willowtip,
Zelienople, PA 16063
• Wrecked ‘Em, 2013 Hazel Grove, 
Burlison, TN 38015
• Wrong Foot, 50 Normal Ave. 
Apt. 4, Buffalo, NY 14201
• Zandor, 
The Cardigan Centre, 145-149 

• Zodiac Killer, PO Box 20407, 
Cheyenne, WY 82009

or to be posted on www.razorcake.org in the next couple months.to bands and labels that were reviewed either in this issue



ABORT! #21, $2 ppd. or trade, free to 
prisoners, 5 ½” x 8 ½”, copied, 42 pgs. 
Subtitled “Bedtime Stories,” this issue 

pretty good command of the English 
language; however, he needs to work 
on pacing his storytelling. I can’t tell if 
what he does here is intentional or not, 
but four of the stories conclude very 
abruptly in kind of a ridiculous way, 
like a sudden revelation that someone 
was a vampire or a werewolf. As a 
result, the endings feel forced. The 
other two stories are a little better, in 
that they set and maintain a certain 
creepy mood and don’t feel rushed 
at the end. I hope Jonathan keeps 

Stewart (Jonathan Spies, 45 E. 7th St. 
#106, NY, NY 10003)

ANY BEANS NECESSARY #1, $2, 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, photocopied, ? pgs.
Inside this spray-painted cover is a 
zine dedicated to the Vancouver (WA) 
Burrito Project (VBP), which buys 
ingredients from local stores to make 
vegan burritos for the homeless in and 
around Vancouver (I’m guessing that 
means Portland, too?) The zine starts 
with a description of what the VBP 
is and what they do. There are also 

to support the VBP and an interview 
with a similar project that is out of San 

two screen-printed patches that say 
VBP at the top, Any Beans Necessary 
at the bottom, and, in the middle, has 
a hand clutching a burrito. The zine 
is so-so (the layout could use some 
work), but the project seems like a 
helpful idea and I wish them success 
with it. 
1110 SE 106th Ct., Vancouver, WA 
98664)

BAD DATE ZINE, THE, #2, ?, 
8½” x 5½”, printed, 27 pgs.
It is surprisingly hard to compile 
good writing (of any kind, really, if 
you’re serious about “good”) and 
try to print it up. Especially at the 
zine level of things…zines swirl 
around in an ocean of Really Bad and 

At Least Good…the ‘twain lumps 
around in there with its stultifying-
bland bitchfests, providing some 
grey viscosity to our weird soup. The 
Bad Date Zine could be considered a 

The difference being this one is 
mostly well written, funny, and with 
a diversity of voices, all talking 
about—what else?—shitty dates: 
lies about herpes, narcissists, and 
overly personal daddy-issue reveals. 
Even has a pleasant layout, going 
one-for-two on tasteful graphics. 

(thebaddatezine@gmail.com)

BONUSCUPPED #1,
50p (no price in dollars listed), 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, copied, 32 pgs. 

with Thomas Barnett from Strike 
Anywhere), politics (article on Czech 
president, and a suggested tongue-in-
cheek speech for Noam Chomsky), 
cycling (travelogue from southwest 
Britain), and reviews (live and 
recorded music, zines). Also includes 
a raw vegan chocolate cake recipe 
(very likely to be tested in the future). 

Stewart (bonuscupped@yahoo.com, 
myspace.com/bonuscuppedzine)

BONUSCUPPED #2, ?/trade, 
8¼” x 5¾”, printed, 36 pgs. 
You know how when your friend gets 
back from a trip somewhere and they 
never shut the fuck up about it? “I had 
this beer, I don’t remember what it 
was called, but it was so good. You 
have to try it when you go there.” 
Reading travel zines resembles that 
endless tedium, in that they always 
come off a little braggy, a little 
bitchy, and a lot not interesting. The 
obvious difference being you have to 

on about how things are “so different 
there,” meanwhile zines didn’t buy 
you a beer last night and you can 
murder them if you so choose. I 
wouldn’t murder Bonuscupped,
though. Besides the travel pieces, 
most of it was cheeky, radical, and 

readable. And it has an interview 
with Todd Taylor editor and publisher 
of Razorcake

BYKES AND BRIDGES, $?, 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, photocopied, ? pgs.
In what might have been another 
anarchic, politically leftist zine, the 
author has instead taken some songs 
he has written, placed them on a 
cassette tape, and then included this 
zine which gives the thoughts behind 
the songs and includes the lyrics 
as well. While I haven’t listened 
to the tape (I’m guessing it’ll be 
in the music reviews), the content 
and stories behind the songs were 
intriguing. I especially appreciated 
the author’s insights into how the 
traditional anarchic ideas need some 
adjusting. One thing that was stressed 
was that the world is a fucked up 
place and yet it’s interesting to see 
how there is a thread of positivism in 
the author’s words. I appreciate that 
he hasn’t given up and is working 
on not only making himself better, 
but trying to help those around him 
at the same time. 
(bykesandbridges@yahoo.com)

DIY OR DON’T WE #1, $3 ppd. US
$4 ppd. Canada and Mexico, 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, printed, 39 pgs.
Here we have thirty-nine pages 
screaming of cuteness; regular people 
like me or you discussing community 
and togetherness through memories 

they are in and how you can make 
a difference. The feel-good stories 
inside can make even the grumpiest 
feel a little smug and secure for even 
a moment. Razorcake’s own Amy 
Adoyzie contributes a column as 
well, however I found the soup recipe 
inside to be of most value to me, 
with the temperatures dropping and 
all. To each his or her own. Right? 

Don’t We, PO Box 743, Olympia, 
WA 98507)

DRUNKEN MASTER #11, $4, 
8 ½” x 11”, color cover, offset, 61 pgs.
To me, the best of zines aren’t just a 
reaction. They aren’t just a safe little 

They are championship rounds on 
paper, highlighted in a tight setting of 
cheering and booing fans. Especially 
in 2009, with all bravado aside, you 
are asking to be openly whipped 
by costs and incredulity if you put 
out a zine in print. But, if you’re 
like me and still wince at words like 
“blogosphere,” “ezine,” and, “global 
community village,” you have to take 
time out to give handshakes to those 

Instead of an anachronistic exercise, 
Drunken Master embodies why punks 

all the little things that haven’t been 
replaced by the innerweb: cross-page 
spreads, the absolute dynamite of 

over eight pages without having to 

done all the hard work—the absolutely 
superb comics, the “I want that as a 
tattoo” artwork, the so-not-ponytailed-
showboating-like-Steven-Stegal 
version of martial arts—so all you 
have to do it drop some coin and 
ride the rollercoaster that’s been built 
for you without having to download 
any software. The written standout 
in this issue, for me, is the interview 
with Sid Brown and the ultra-detailed 
scenario of him going to an Indian 

very close to singing in the missing 
Paul Stanley’s oversized boots for 
one song, only to be denied by The 
Demon. Great, compelling stuff. 
–Todd (luckynakazawa.com)

ETIQUETTE, $? or trade, 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, copied, 75 pgs.
Etiquette guides in general are an odd 

reading them is “what gives you the 
right to say what ‘correct’ behavior 
is?” Emily Post is a household name 
in the etiquette game…but why? What 
made her so special? I found myself 

Send all zines for review to: 
Razorcake, 
PO Box 42129, LA, CA.
Please include a postal 
address (that’s how we trade), 
the number of pages, the price, 
and whether or not you accept trades.

“Some folks actually 
came across as 
mild dipshits, but 
interesting dipshits.”

ZINE
R E V I E W S

–Keith Rosson
SPECIOUS SPECIES, #3



asking the same questions when I 
started reading this zine. In theory, 
I appreciate the concept: create an 
etiquette guide for the common person, 
as a complement to the many existing 
guides that are (apparently) written for 

this zine is probably common sense for 
a lot of people. The entries are delivered 
in a snarky style that will possibly make 
some readers laugh, while turning off 
others. If you think you need help in 
the etiquette department, read it for 
yourself and see how it suits you. –Sean 
Stewart (polkaostrich@gmail.com, 
www.polkaostrich.etsy.com)

GADGIE #20,
5 ½” x 8 ½”, photocopied, 32 pgs.
A funny, long-running, oft-delayed 
zine from England. Gadgie operates 
under the pretense of covering their 
local thrash and crustcore scene, but 
acts as a jumping-off point for the 

the zine’s sole proprietor. The show 
reviews talk more about the hilarious 
heckling than the music, and it didn’t 
matter that I’ll probably never hear 
the bands he’s covering. I’ll take 
personality over information in a zine 
any day, and with that in mind, I’ll 
take Gadgie
Box 93, Boston, Lincolnshire, PE21 
7YB, England)

GET WELL, $3 or trade, 
5” x 7”, photocopied, ? pgs.

zine to me for review, but I already 
had a copy, as my friend Chris wrote 
this. To show you what kind of person 
Chris is, it came with one black plastic 
glove. God only knows why, but 
that’s Chris for you. And one thing 
I know about Chris is his ability to 
spin a tale. I was visiting Seattle this 
summer and had breakfast with Chris 
and, goddamn, if he wasn’t on a roll. 
I haven’t laughed that much in a long 
time. Well, that same attitude is here 
somewhat in Get Well but there is also 
a more subdued sense in Chris’s tales, 
too. Chris has been around the block 
a few times and has many stories to 
share—both happy and sad—but 
he’s also got some reviews in here 
and a piece on Phil Ochs’ greatest 
hits. I’m guessing my insights into 
Chris’s writings are biased, as not 
only do I know him but also some 
of the situations of which he writes. 
I’d like to think I am still objective 
enough to know that Chris is a good 
writer (he better be, he’s been doing it 
long enough), although I must admit I 

was bummed the story about when he 

out of his bed wasn’t included. 
th Ave. 

NE #301, Seattle, WA 98105)

GIVE ME BACK #5, $1.50, 
8 ½” x 11”, newsprint, 64 pgs.

1994, HeartattaCk zine was the voice 
of the politicized emotional hardcore 
scene. Eventually the editor quit, and 
some of the staffers started Give Me 
Back, which has the same layout, font, 
and format as HAC, and is named 
after a compilation album released by 
Ebullition records, HAC’s label. The 

big difference between the two zines is 
that HAC was based out of California, 
while Give Me Back is from D.C., 
and has more of an East Coast bent. 
Columns discuss classism and sexual 
harassment, latent conservatism in 

university setting, and the importance 
of a good night’s sleep. Bands covered 

reviews are negative, though I did 
appreciate the fact that, in a review of 
my zine, I was put on blast for puking 
everywhere before my band played 
the last time I was in Gainesville. 

73691, Washington, DC 20056)

MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL #311,
8 ½” x 11”, $4, 118 pgs.
All of the standard fare is here, such 
as record and zine reviews, columns, 
band interviews, etc., but the topical 
focus of this issue is quite interesting: 
“Print media is dead,” which, of 
course, is meant to be taken ironically. 
The lion’s share of this issue is devoted 
to articles on the relationship of print 
media and punk rock, including 
histories of various iconic zines, 
interviews with zine creators/editors, 
and some really good little one-hitters 

art. I don’t read MRR often enough to 
speak on the consistency of its quality, 
but this was the most interesting issue 
I’ve dug into in a while. –The Lord 

94146-0760)

MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL #315,
8 ½” x 11”, $4, 118 pgs.
MRR is still going strong and 
shows no signs of slowing down, 
so here we go again. Aside from the 
columns by the usual suspects, there 
are interviews with bands Punch, 
Blank Dogs, The Black And Whites, 

Insomnio, Etacarinae, Skin Like Iron, 
and Come On. The real reason to 
pick this issue up, however, is for the 
awesome Zero Boys cover and great 
interview inside. I don’t want to be a 
downer to some of you edge kids out 
there, but you might be surprised to 

not a sentiment shared by all of the 
band’s members. Read the interview 

the time. Also in this issue, I noticed 
the letters section is dwindling a bit. 
That’s a good thing. There’s also a 
section I’ve never noticed before 
called “What’s the scoop?” where 
they ask fellow punks a somewhat 

sophisticated question and then print a 
one-line answer. I’m going to borrow 
from the movie A Clockwork Orange
here and say that I felt this section 
is “rather cold and pointless.” And, 

know in case they didn’t already: 
Brace Belden is the last punk. –Juan 

CA 94146-0760)

PUBLICK OCCURANCES #12,
$2 or trade, quarter-size, 
copied and screened, 14 pgs.
Publick Occurances is an A #1 portrait 
zine. But #12 is an all heavy metal-
themed issue, and for fans of the genre, 
it’s hard to put down. The source 
material is old issues of Kerrang
and Circus
white drawings are a unique blend of 
caricature and realism. Portraits in 
#12 include a range of personalities 
from glam superstars like George 
Lynch of Dokken to lesser-known 
heroes such as Tom Warrior of Celtic 

issue is focused and essential; a must 
have for metal heads. –Billups Allen 
(bullmooseallstars@yahoo.com)

RIPPING THRASH #23, $?, 
6” x 8 ½”, photocopied, 39 pgs.
A lot punk and political info packed 
tight here. It’s a little overwhelming 
and hard on the eyes. The content lost 
me. There must be over a hundred 
bands mentioned in this zine and I 

Letter Word & Hard Skin) and I only 
vaguely know of them. This is strange 
because I usually pride myself of the 
large variety of music and bands I 
listen to. Oh well! At least I learned 

being that there is actually a genre 
of music known as “neo crust.” Neo 

“…heavy, slow, atmospheric bits 

followed by fast crust bits…”. Who 
knew? The other thing that I learned 
is that there is actually a band called 
Anal Beard. No, they are not a neo 
crust band (at least the review didn’t 
say so), but I think it goes without say 
what a band called Anal Beard would 

Thrash, PO Box 152, Burton-On-
Trent, Staffs, DE14 1XX, England)

SPECIOUS SPECIES #3, $5, 
8½” x 5½”, offset, 136 pgs.

this magazine some time back, and, if 
anything, it’s improved. The theme 
is twofold here: crime and work. The 

themes are revisited over and over again 

Pam from The Coup, comedian Will 

more) and the quality of the interviews 
is top-notch: it’s obvious that loads 
of care and research went into them. 

and intelligent book reviews scattered 
throughout. While there’s a heavy nod 

people interviewed, Specious Species
never runs the risk of becoming too 
geocentric. While I certainly didn’t agree 
with everything the interview subjects 
had to say (some folks actually came 
across as mild dipshits, but interesting
dipshits), the magazine itself does its job 

consistently thought-provoking, timely, 
smart and challenging. Obviously 
a labor of love, and extremely well 

(Specious Species, 3345 20th

CA 94110)

SUGAR NEEDLE #34, $2 or 
“good trades in zines or candy”, 
8 ½” x 3 ½”, photocopied, 16 pgs.
This issue (of what is perhaps the 
longest running zine about candy) 
bills itself as “The (Almost) Vegan 
Issue,” which immediately aroused my 
suspicion, as I think veganism is dumb. 
But then I read the intro and realized 
that Corina has been recently stricken 
with a medical condition that restricts 
her diet in a ton of different ways. As 
she puts it, it’s “detrimental to her candy 
career.” I can’t imagine being in that 

So I hope she manages to get cured, 
so she can get back to doing what she 
does best—eating candy! Still, she 

to review, including Candy Strangers (I 
think it has some of the best packaging 
of any candy I’ve ever seen), Box of 
Boogers, and even an assortment of 
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“I’ll take personality over information in a zine any day.”
CT Terry, GADGIE # 20





it’s really what more zines should aim 

Box 66835, Portland, OR 97290)

TRAINWRECK #6, $1-2 or trade, 
5” x 6”, photocopied, 20 pgs.
The sixth issue of Trainwreck is 
comprised of writings that were 
originally intended as lyrics to songs 
for the author’s band to record but 
got too drawn out, so he wrote them 
into stories in a zine. The stories 
varied and covered such topics as the 
author’s relationship with his brother 
who has Down ’s syndrome, life in 
and around Seattle, Swedish punk, 
riding the Greyhound, and so on. The 
author is well aware of how his writing 

zinesters as Aaron Cometbus and, while 
I don’t have enough experience with 
Cometbus to make any comparisons, I 
can see sparks of brilliance occurring 
here and there in the author’s writing. 
Perhaps my partiality to this zine 
is due to my time when I lived in 
Seattle. Regardless, the zine drew me 
in and made me actually care about 
the individuals and situations, and 
that’s a lot more than I can say for 
most zines nowadays (sometimes that 
even includes my own). 
(Dave Brainwreck, 74 Dwight St. #2, 
New Haven, CT 06511)

WELCOME TO FLAVOR
COUNTRY #18, $1, 
5 ½” x 4 ¼”, photocopied, 22 pgs.
Ever can’t think of an album to 
put on, or even a vague sound that 
you are in the mood to listen to? 
Of course you have, and what did 
you do? Oh, that’s right, you put 

for the best. Well, that is exactly 
what the author of this small zine 
decided to do, except along with 
just listening to the song and going 
right to the next, he sat down and 
wrote a short anecdote about the 
song he just listened to. The author 
not only gave us a story about the 
song musically, he also included a 
collection of personal feelings that 
he took from these songs. Bands 
included The Rollins Band, Nirvana, 
and Jawbreaker, among others. The 
one I enjoyed most was the one 
about the Jawbreaker, not only 
because it was the only song that 
I have actually heard, but because 
of its historical relevance. Buy this 

bad way to spend one measly buck. 

Country, 14 Taft St. #3, Dorchester, 

WHAT MANNER OF BEAST,
$10, 5 ½” x 8 ½”, printed, 40 pgs.

Bukowski is Dead.” Suppressing a 
groan, I read through it all the way 
to the end, where the poet thinks 
about Bukowski still drinking 
somewhere, wishing this poet 
would stop ripping off his style. At 
that point, the groan overrode my 
suppression of it and escaped from 
my throat at high volume. In the 
past, I have read and enjoyed much 
of Bukowski’s poetry. He’s got a 
unique style, and if people like it, 
they’ll read him. This may be pure 
conjecture, but I don’t think they 
want to read someone who tries to 

your own style? –Sean Stewart 
(Petroglyph Books, 3555 Lime 
St. Suite D, Riverside, CA 92501, 
books@petroglyphbooks.com)

XEROGRAPHY DEBT, #25, $3, 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, printed, 63 pgs.

Xerography Debt continues to chug 
along as one of only a tiny handful 
of print-based review zines still 
serving the zine community. Edited 
by long-time zinester Davida Gypsy 
Breier, the publication features 
letters, columns, and reviews from 
a revolving cast of reviewers. 
Because reviewers have the option 
of choosing what they review, 
there is always a certain amount of 

duplication in the titles reviewed. 

“good reviews,” which means if 
no one on staff likes your zine, it 
probably won’t appear in the pages 
of this review zine. There is now also 
a blog for Xerography Debt, where 
additional reviews can be found. 
Nice work on the part of Davida 
and staff in keeping this going for so 
long. –Sean Stewart (Davida Gypsy 
Breier, PO Box 11064, Baltimore, 

xerographydebt.blogspot.com)

ZISK #18, $2, 8½” x 6¾”, 
Xeroxed, 22 pgs. 

Steve Reynolds of Brewster, New 
York, have been running off Zisks
roughly twice a season for nine years 
now. I know nothing about the game 
of baseball. Sports and me…I’m 
kind of good with devil sticks if I’m 
drunk. But though inept and ignorant, 
I was at least able to gather that this 
was put together by two guys, men 
really, that care a great deal about 
the old (olde) ball game. –Andrew 

Rd, Brewster NY, 10509)

Hundreds more zine reviews can 
be found at www.razorcake.org
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Banned for Life
By D.R. Hanley, 405pgs.

and screen director never eclipses his obsession with Jim Cassady, a 
sort of Jim Carroll, poet type of old school punker. Cassady fronted the 
band Rule Of Thumb, Jason’s ideal pet punk band and a street legend.  

searching for news of whereabouts regarding his hero. Banned for Life is 

coping with life as a creative type perpetually in and out of luck. Hanley’s 
strength as a writer is in capturing the tone of discovering punk rock and 
having it stick with you over the years when others have let it fall to the 
curb. The book captures nostalgia nicely, without whining about the good 
old days. The distance Hanley achieves by investing his experiences into 

with history or excessive attitude allows a more than casual punk rock 

not always likeable, but honest and worth rooting for, as he discovers 

small community who shares his interests, deals with the pros and cons 
of meeting heroes, and, of course, has relationship issues. Hanley has a 
strong voice and Banned for Life is a relatable read for anyone who has 
been involved in artistic endeavors. While it probably resonates best with 
punk rockers, this book reaches across the punk divide. –Billups Allen 
(www.andorpress.com)

Best of Intentions, The: The Avow Anthology (2nd edition)
By Keith Rosson, 288 pgs.

for Maximum RocknRoll and Give Me Back and proves to have reliable 
judgments about music in the Razorcake 
artwork for The Ergs!, Dan Padilla, Anchor Arms, and seemingly every 
other band who wants a good design for their ads, shirts, or record covers. 
You might wonder where this guy came from and how he got to have such a 

will have to look at Avow, his long- running personal zine. 
Avow and is also 

What really stands out as a unique part of each zine in the anthology 
are the excellent illustrations and eye-catching graphic design. As far as 
different concepts that appear in these pages, highlights are Avow #13
“The Alphabet Issue” and the Avow #9 “Punk Heroes, Punk Villains.” But 

on the bus, teenage humiliation, drinking, heartbreak, and friendship—
and it works because he is a damn good storyteller. 

Avow has been around since 1995, but I wasn’t introduced to it 
until ten years after that. Since then, I have re-read the anthology 
and later issues at various times during my life. At different times, 
I have loved and hated Avow, depending on what kind of phase I’m 
going through. Sometimes the stories shine too bright a light on the 
ugliness and harsh truth around you. Other times, it’s the most down-

you already live on your own and all your friends have started doing 
heroin. You don’t want to read something where the zinester’s biggest 
problem is that they ran out of vegan brownies at the anarchist bake 
sale. Or maybe you’re twenty and you just moved to a small town in 
the middle of Texas for college and your boyfriend just broke up with 
you and your only friends live a couple hundred miles away. You want 
to read something by a zinester who thinks that hanging out with his 
friends at shows and drinking and dancing is just getting kind of old? 
Oh no, you want to read something by the guy who’s gritty and real; 

know he’s not just trying to sound poetic; he’s just really stoked that 
he found something that could get him through the day. You want to 
read Avow!

edition, but there are some changes. The gas-masked businessman against 
an orange and yellow background has been replaced by a more striking 
illustration of a man falling backwards through a window, printed in 

order of 1-16, compared to the second edition starting with issues 11-
16 then going from 1-10, but I understand that the publishers and author 

better contrast and the thick white borders around the pages are gone, so 

you might consider giving it away and getting the second edition instead. 
If you don’t own either edition of this anthology yet, it is an essential and 

Publishing, 222 S. Rogers, Bloomington, IN 47404)

Best of Yellow Rake Zine, The
Edited by Brian Polk
I have to admit, I’ve never seen Yellow Rake before and that’s a damn 
shame, for the contributors in Yellow Rake have some serious writing chops. 

words, quickly drawing the reader into quick, simple sentences that turn 
on a dime, just like the music he’s describing. Next, the interview with the 
owners of Wax Trax records quickly caught my attention. Every time I’ve 
been to Denver, I’ve made a point of going to Wax Trax and scoring some 
obscure musical nugget, but I never knew much about them. Of course, 
now I wish I would’ve looked up and said, “hi,” before walking out the 
door; turns out they’re rather interesting. There’s barely a throwaway page 
inside; the poetry is well-crafted, and I even enjoyed reading the comics, 
laughing to myself a couple times. The Best of Yellow Rake is everything I 
would want in a zine: funny and clever, politically perceptive, and always 
enjoyable. –Steve Hart (YR Collective, c/o Brian Polk, PO Box 100263, 
Denver, CO 80250)

BOOK
R E V I E W S

"Reading this book made me look at the world around me 
in a different way, considering the multiple, logical uses for the 
things around me." –CT Terry, Dwelling Portably, 2000-2008
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Doris
By Cindy Crabb
This was a tough nut to crack. Ten years of zineing in one beautifully 
printed volume…is a lot of dedication. It is a lot of stories, pain, 
heart, and evolution. Cindy Crabb’s goals for Doris are lofty zine 
boilerplate: changing perception, community, love, media, meaning, 
and demonstrating that people do feel real things. And Cindy Crabb is 

the pretense of autobiography or whatever and goes for the conceptual 
carotid. “In my writing, I’m not trying to tell people who I am. In fact, 
it is pretty hard to meet people who have read my zines for a long time 
because they feel like they know me, and it makes sense that they do, 
but really they don’t. Doris is not me.” That quote bugged me. It points 
out that most seemingly diaryetic (ha) zines are maybe not as truthful 
as I had assumed, and that maybe the media-take-backers who make up 
the zine community (see above for goals of  are really just a fount 
for fakery and an unrealistic standard of personal protest. Which has 
little to do with Doris: an extensive, mostly good, sometimes great piece 

Bloomington, IN 47404)

Dwelling Portably 2000-2008
By Bert and Holly Davis
The zine Dwelling Portably has been published for about thirty years. It 
is a collection of tips on how to survive without a permanent residence. 
There is information on building temporary homes such as huts and 

advice on living a simple, humble, earth-friendly life. 
The entire book is typewritten and without illustration, save 

ranging in length from fifty to five hundred words, with headers as 

About Ticks.”
There is a basic index, but no table of contents. The sea of typewritten 

theme, so info on trainhopping, for instance, is all lumped together. It’s 
organized in a way that might make it hard to pick up if you need some 

a bike in the woods, and be like, “Oh, snap, I should hang it from a tree 
branch. Thanks, Dwelling Portably!”

This isn’t some yuppie “spend money to go green” bullshit, and you 
don’t have to live in a yurt to put these tidbits to use. Reading this book made 
me look at the world around me in a different way, considering the multiple, 

222 S. Rogers St., Bloomington, IN 47404, microcosmpublishing.com)

Grab and Go!: What to Bring When Things Go Really Wrong
By Rustin R. Wright
I’m a sucker for survival type books—especially while living in Hawaii—which 
always has a sense of danger looming overhead, what with all the tsunami 
warnings, earthquakes, and potential volcano eruptions. However, many survival 
books are wrought with elaborate methods on how to cook the cambium layer of 
a pine tree or the best way to skin a rabbit, which bores me to tears after awhile.

Grab and Go! has none of that. Instead, Grab and Go! describes 
how to prepare for a disaster with a “bugout bag,” or a “mobile 
supply and tool reserve,” in a witty, down-to-earth writing style. 
He suggests having a bugout bag, already packed, ready to go, in 
case of any emergency. But it goes much deeper than that: in case 
you have more time to get out, he recommends packing a milk crate 
with more even more supplies. I’ve personally tested this during 
the Oakland Hills fire in 1991. Back then, I was able to put a lot 
of my belongings into a few milk crates and loaded them on my 
skateboard. I was able to push ‘em a mile to the BART station, 
while the hills burned. 

Wright also eschews the typical “Rambo” type of thinking: He notes 

make you sick. In fact, his meal suggestions are worth the price of Grab
and Go! and he correctly points out that having good food to eat in an 
emergency can bring a lot of comfort in a stressful situation. I remember 

to eat except a raw potato. Being better prepared would have made that 
experience a little more enjoyable.

Every page is information-packed, with the last few pages listing 
all of the necessary supplies for the bag and the crate. Grab and Go! is 
not only entertaining, but an incredibly important resource. –Steve Hart 
(reedandwright.net)

In Search of the Lost Taste
By Joshua Ploeg, 127 pgs.

The number of new vegan cookbooks being published today staggers 
the mind. It used to be there were just a few classics out there, while many 
of the lesser-known books vanished quickly out of print and could only be 
located by prowling used bookstores or combing through online sources. 
But recent years have seen an increased public interest in veganism, and a 

vegan cooks among us. As a result, it’s tough to know which ones are 
truly worth adding to what can often be an already formidable arsenal 
of cooking guides sitting on your kitchen shelf. You start looking around 
for cookbooks with specializations by type of meal, perhaps, or even by 
type of ingredients. But then someone like Joshua Ploeg comes along and 
makes you stop and marvel all over again at how creative vegan cooking 
can be, and how there really is no limit to what you can make and eat.

Joshua is sort of a renegade vegan chef. He travels around and people 
ask him to come to their houses, where he then shows up and creates 
mouth-watering feasts. Before you know it, he’s left and you are sitting 
there with a pleasantly full stomach, scratching your head and wondering 
just how he made such an amazing meal. Well, with his new adventure 
cookbook, Joshua lifts a corner of the veil and demonstrates just how it’s 
done. With unique style, Joshua weaves a story about his fantastic quest 
for the ultimate recipe in with themed groups of recipes that match up 
nicely with each chapter of the tale. Talented comic artists Aaron Renier 
and Nate Beaty help bring Joshua’s words to life with a beautiful full-
color cover and amusing interior illustrations, respectively. I won’t spoil 

will say that there is an important philosophical lesson about cooking, and 
vegan cooking in particular, to be learned in the pages of this book.

I’ve only had time so far to make a few recipes from the book, but they 
were all successes. Joshua is not afraid to mix what some may think are 

are easy to follow, though, and are written in an open, conversational 
style that encourages some customization, if you are a cook who likes to 
personalize a recipe. And what true cook doesn’t? It’s nice to use a cookbook 
for a change that is not so strict and didactic, but instead provides plenty of 
elbow room, should you need it. I look forward to making many more of 

S. Rogers St., Bloomington, IN 47404, microcosmpublishing.com)

Stolen Sharpie Revolution 2
By Alex Wreck, 114 pgs
I tend to avoid “how-to” books. Especially when it comes to things like 
zines. I tend to think it’s as absurd as the whole scrapbooking classes that 
are offered all over these days. Really, if you need to be told how to put 
together a zine, then maybe you shouldn’t bother. If you’re truly passionate 
about putting whatever moves you onto paper and hitting a copy machine, 
I would imagine everything would fall into place. I started when I was 

out myself pretty quickly. Only when my zines became more technical 
with higher print runs that took me away from the copy machine and to 
an offset press did I need help. Talk to your printer, or if you want to build 
and feel a part of some zine community, ask and interact with someone 
who is already there. One of the fun things about doing a zine is learning 
and discovering it all for yourself. Each new discovery opens more doors, 
and you appreciate more of what you have, and how you progress. If it’s 
handed to you, it won’t mean much. 

that alone is good. She gives you the ins and outs of putting a zine together, 
getting distribution, a section on how to make your own paper, and more. 
A lot of the sections, I think, are common sense. The most helpful was the 

zine and the list of distributors at the back. 
So, if you feel like you’re fumbling in the dark, and really need 

help, then I would recommend this book, mainly for the encouraging 
tone, and the previously mentioned mail and distributor sections. –

stolensharpierevolution.com)



D.O.A.: Men of Action: DVD
Here we have the story of the Vancouver legends D.O.A. told in live footage 
and music videos spanning the last thirty or so years of their existence. All 
the classics are here as well as some not-so-classics. Can’t say I’m a huge 
fan of the Let’s Wreck the Party-era, though. Oddly, the years 1996-2000 
are omitted for some reason. There was some good stuff during that time, 
too. The vids are great and all, but the real deal is watching it with the 
commentary with Joe Shithead on. He has some great stories, for sure, 
but it gets hard to listen to after awhile. This disc is an essential chapter 
in punk rock history and should be in your collection. It also includes the 
band’s latest release Northern Avenger. It’s got a few classic songs, but it’s 
got the Bob Rock overproduction going on. Too bad. Oh yeah, there’s a 
ska song... D.O.A should not play ska! –Ty Stranglehold (Sudden Death, 
PO Box 43001 Burnaby BC V5G 3H0, Canada)

Open Your Mouth and Say…Mr. Chi Pig: DVD

his hostile upbringing in Edmonton, Alberta to his present day rock’n’roll 
existence in Vancouver. Like a punk rock Behind the Music, it gives the 

provides someone less familiar an intriguing reason to track down some of 

knew they were on Epitaph, and I knew they were Canadian. I think, in the 

it. Listening to Chi tell his tales of dealing with schizophrenia, touring, 
drug addiction, recording music, living on the streets, and much more, has 

were. There are bits of live footage, but not as much as I would have liked. 
Plus the story develops mainly though one-on-one interviews (hence the 
Behind the Music feel), which can get stale, but, overall, it’s one heck 
of documentary. And letting such an obviously creative person—who has 

Queers, The: Alive in Hollyweird: CD/DVD
Alive in Hollyweird

cameras, amazing sound (which is also what was mixed down for the CD 

how they speed everything up live—watching the entire set while at home 
and not in the audience was kinda boring. The special features include 
commentaries, lyrics as subtitles (awesome), a live extra from a different 

To read more DVD reviews, visit www.razorcake.org.
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